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REMARKS. 



With a double respect for talents, and fi^r misfor- 
tune> these remarks are begun. 

The present comedy is written by 0*Keeffe, who 
saw not the traces of his pen as he marked the paper ; 
whose days pass away, uncheered by the sun or any 
visible object ; but whose mind supports with resig- 
nation his bitter calamity, and is enlightened by ima> 
gination, whilst hb eyes are shut in utter darkness. 

Were each close imitator of an author's style pu- 
nishable by law, like the perpetrator of other wrongs, 
Mr. O'Keeffe might have been an independent, though 
not a happy man ; for that source of a new kind of 
mirth, termed by some, exquisite nonsense, of which 
he was the first discoverer, made the town so merry, 
that, like good wine, he might have sold it at any 
price ; but this rich juice of hilarity, polluted by the 
false spirit of imitation, at length gave a stupor to 
those, whom the beverage had before revived ; and 
the pure and the adulterated became distasteful to- 
gether. 

This comedy is the only attempt of the author to 
produce a drama above opera and farce* His pro- 
ductions, in the latter species of writing, are perfect 
compositions : nothing of the kind can be superior to 
his ** Agreeable Surprise/' and bia ** ^n-Wl^v^r 
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He has a number of other farces of little less attrac- 
tion ; such as '' Peeping Tom.** Another class after 
that, and each possessing infinite fancy, whim, and 
novelty. Still success did not follow all his produc- 
tions; a few years past he wrote very frequently, 
and sometimes too hastily. 

On the first night of representing any of those 
whimsical dramas, amidst loud peals of laughter at 
the comic dialogues or incidents, there was generally 
a most affecting spectacle behind the curtain. O* 
KeeiFe, stone-blind, (not an affliction of birth, but of 
late years) led by his little son, as a guide, down to 
the stage-door — to the lock of which he would anu- 
ously place his ear, to catch the quickest information 
how his work was received — and when, unhappily, 
hisses from the audience would sound louder than 
applause — in strong agitation he would press hb 
hands to each side of his head, as if he had yet one 
sense too much. Thus he would remain, without 
sight or hearing, till some unexpected sally of humour 
in his drama once more put the house in good tem- 
per, and they would begin to laugh and applaud ; — 
ou which, his son, rapid as lightning, would pull him 
by the elbow, and cry out, '* Now, father, listen 
again." 

'* Wild Oats" would not disgrace an author of 
much higher pretensions in dramatic writing than 
Mr. O'Keeffe. There is great pleasantry throughout 
the play, many natural touches of simplicity, and 
some well-written dialogues and sentiments. The 
plot 18 interesting, the c\iawuc\jets wcw, w^\.Va&V.\30L 
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new situalionSy and the whole forms an evening's en- 
tertainment for an auditor of taste — such a one hay- 
ing at the same time in his memory, certain popular 
sentences from certain well-known comedies and tra- 
gedies ; for without intimate acquaintance with all 
the quotations made use of by the hero of the piece, 
it must totally lose its effect, and this hero appear 
^e a madman. 

Perhaps, no comedy, on a first night, was ever 
more fortunate in a list of excellent comic actors to 
represent the characters. 

Lewis, in Rover, fervid as usual, seemed so ena- 
moured of his stage exploits, that every spectator 
forgave him his folly, for the bewitching ardour with 
which he pursued it. 

In Ephraim, the quaker, the spirit moved Munden 
— as it always does — to act just as he should do. 

Quick was on the London stage when this play 
was first performed, and though Sir George Thunder 
was by no mfeans a part best suited to his abilities, 
yet Quick gave comic importance to all he under- 
took. 

Mr. Thomas Blanchard, since dead, played the 
litde part of Sim with wondrous skill. 

Mrs. Pope (once Miss Young) was excellent in 
Lady Amaranth. 

And the silly Jane can never have so good a re- 
presentative as Mrs. Wells. 
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Sir George Thunder 
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Mr. H. WUUam. 
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Lady Amaranth 


Mrs. W. West 


Aheua 


Knight. 
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Orger. 
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WILD OATS. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 



A Parlour in Lady Amaeanth's House » ^ 

Enter JpHN Dory, 

John. Fine cruizing this ! without flip or biscuit ! 
doo't know who's the Governor of this here fort ; but 
if he can victual us a few — how hollow my bread - 
room sounds ! [Striking his sides.] Fm as empty as 
a stoved keg, and as tired as an old Dutchman — my 
obstinate master. Sir George, to tow my old hulk — 
aboard the housi, ha, hoy ! 

Sir Geo. [ Without.} John ! John Dory \ 

John. [Sits.] Fm at anchor. 

Enter Sir George Thunder. 

Sir. Geo. I don't know who's house we've got into 
here, John, but I think, when he knows me, we may 
hopt for some refreshment— £h ! [Looking a^ John.] 
was not I your captain ? 

John. 169 ; imd I was your boatswain. And what 
of all that ? 

Sir Geo. Then how dare you sit in my presence, 
you bluff-head ? 

John. Why, for the matter of that, I don't mind ; 
but had I been jour captain, and you m^ \)oa\;&\N^Ti> 
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the man that stood by me at sea shook! be welcome 
to sit before me at land. 

Sir Geo. That's tnie, my dear Johnr ; offer to stand 
up, and damme if I don't knock you down — zounds ! 
I am as dry as a powder match — to sail at the rate 
of ten knots an hour, over fallow and stubble, from 
my own house, but half a league on this side of Gos- 
port and not catch these deserters ! 

John. In this here chase you wanted the ballast 
of wisdom. 

Sir Geo. How, sirrah ! hasn't my old dear friend, 
Dick Broadside, got the command of the ship I so 
often fought myself — ^to man it for him with expedi- 
tion, didn't I (out of my own pocket) offer two gui* 
neas over the king's bounty to every seaman that 
would enter on board her? Hav'n't these three scoun- 
drels fingered the shot, then ran, and didn't I do 
right to run afler them ? Damn the money ; I no 
more mind that than a piece of clinker ; but 'twas 
the pride of my heart to see my beloved ship (the 
Eagle) well mann'd, when my old friend is the com« 
mander. 

John. But since you've laid yourself up in ordi- 
nary, retired to live in quiet, on your estate, and had 
done with all sea affairs — 

Sir Geo* John, John, a man should forget his own 
convenience for his country's good. — ^Though Broad- 
side s letter said tliese fellows were lurking about this 
part of Hampshire, yet still it's all hide and seek* 

John. Your ill luck. 

Sir Geo. Mine, you swab ? 

John. Ay, you've money and gold ; bat graoe'uA 
good fortune have shook hands witfi, 
teen years, for that rogue's trick jr'^ 
Amelia, by deceiving her with a f' 
you passed yourself for Capta 
putting off to sea, 1* ^' 

aad swce warryii 
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• jSir Geo. Wasn't I forced to it by my father ? 

John. Ay ; because she had a great fortin, her 
death too was a judgment upon you. 

1^^ Geo. Why, you impudent dog-fish ! — upbraid 
me for running into fabe bay, when you were my pi- 
lot? Wasn't it you even brought me the false clergy- 
mao, that performed the sham man iage with Amelia ? 

John. Yes, you thought so ; but I took care to bring 
yott a real clergyman. 

Sir Geo. But is this a time or place for your lec- 
tures ? At home, abroad, sea, or land, you will still 
badger me I mention my Wild Oats again and — you 
scoundrel, since the night my bed-curtains took fire, 
when you were my boatswain aboard the Eagle, 
yoa*ve got me quite into leading strings — you snatch- 
ed me upon deck, and tossed me into the sea, — to 
flave me from being burnt, I was almost drowned. 

John. You would but for me — 
. Sir Geo. Yes, you draped me out by the ear, like 
a water-dog — last week, 'cause you found the tenth 
bottle uncorked, you rushed in among my friends, 
and ran away with me ; and next morning Captain 
O'Shanaghan sends me a challenge for quitting the 
company, when he was in the chair ! so, to save me 
from a headache, you'd like to've got my brains 
blown out. 

John. Oh, very well ; be burnt in your bed, and 
tumble in the water, by jumping into boats, like a 
tight fellow as you are, and poison youself with sloe- 
juice ; see if John cares a piece of mouldy biscuit 
about it. But I wish you hadn't made me your va- 
let de shainber. No sooner was I got on shore, after 
five years dashing among rocks, shoals, and breakers, 
than you set me on a high-trotting cart horse, which 
knockt me up and down like an old bum-boat in the 
Bay of Biscay, and here*s nothing to drink after all ! 
Because at home you keep open house, you think 
every body else does the same. 
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Sir Geo. Why, by sailing into thi» strange port, 
we may be more free than welcome* 

John. Holloa ! V\\ nerer cease piping, till it calb 
up a drop to wet my whistle. [Exit* 

Sir Geo, Yes, (as John Dory remarks) I fear my 
trip through life will be attended with heavy squalli 
and foul weather. When my conduct to poor Amelia 
comes athwart my mind, it*s a harricane for that day, 
and turn in at night, the ballad of ** Margaret and 
William'' rings in my ear. IStags."] *' In glided Mar- 
garet's giimly ghost." Oh, £ounds ! the dismals are 
coming upon me, and can't get a cheering glass to— 
holloa 1 

Enter Ephraim Smooth. 

Eph. Friend, what wouldst thou have ? 

Sir Geo. Grog. 

Eph. Neither man nor woman of that name abideth 
here. 

Sir Geo. Ha ! ha ! ha ! man and woman I then if 
you'll bring me Mr. Brandy and Mrs. Water, we'll 
couple them, and the first child probably will be 
Master Grog. 

Eph. Thou dost speak in parables, which I under- 
stand not. 

Sir Geo. Sheer off with your sanctified poop, and 
send the gentleman of the house. 

Eph. The owner of this mansion is a maiden, and 
she approacheth. 

Enter Lady Amaranth. 

Lady Am. Do I behold ? — It is ! how dost thoa, 
uncle ? 

Sir Geo. Is it possible yon can be my niece. Lady 
Maria Amaranth Thunder ? 

Lady Awr. I am the daughter of thy deceased bro- 
ther Loftus, called Bad Thunder, but no lady ; my 
name is Mary. 
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Sir Geo. But, rounds! howls all this? £h? un- 
expectedly find yon in a strange honsey of which old 
Sly here tells me you're the mistress, turned quaker, 
and disclaim your title ! 

Lady Am* Thou know'st the relation to whose 
care my father left me ? 

Sir Geo, Well ! I know our cousin, old Do^ehouse, 
was a quadier i but I didn't suspect he would have 
made you one. 

Lady iim* Being now gathered to his fathers, he 
did bequeath unto me his worldly goods ; amongst 
them this mansion, and the lands around it. 

Eph. So thou becom'st and continue one of the 
faithful. I am executor of his will, and by it, I can- 
not give thee, Mary, possession of those goods, but 
OB those conditiona. 

Sir Geo* Tell me of your thee's and thou's, qua- 
kers' wilb and mansions ! I say, girl, though on the 
deadi of yoiir father, my eldest brother, Lofbis, Elarl 
Thunder, from your bemg a female, his title devolv- 
ed to his next brother, Robert ; though, as a woman, 
you can't be an earl, nor as a woman, you can't make 
laws for your sex and our sex, yet, as the daughter 
of a peer, you are, and, by Heaven, shall be called 
Lady Maria Amaranth Thunder. 

Bph. Thou makest too much noise,* friend. 

Sir Geo. Call me friend, and Fll bump your block 
against the capstern. 

Eph. Yea, this b a man of danger, and I will leave 
Mary to abide it. [Exit, 

Sir Geo. 'Sfire, my lady — 

Lady Am. Title is Tanity. 

Enter Zachariah. 

Zaeh. ShaH thy cook, this day, roast certain birds 
of the air, call'd woodcocks, and ribs of the oxen 
likewise? 
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Lady Am. All. My uncle sojourneth with me per- 
adventure, and my meal shall be a feast, friend Za- 
chariah. 

Zach. My tongue shall say so, friend Mary. 

Sir Geo. [Strikes him.] Sir George Thunder litds 
thee remember to call your mistress Lady Amaranth. 

Zach. Verily, George. 

Sir Geo. Geoi^e ! sirrah, though a younger bro- 
ther, the honour of knighthood was my reward for 
placing the glorious British flag over that of a daring 
enemy — therefore address me with respect. 

Zach. Yea, I do, good George. [Exii. 

Sir Geo. George and Mary I here's levelling, here*s 
abolition of title with a vengeance ! 

Lady Am. Kinsman, be patient; thou, and thy son, 
my cousin Henry, whom I have not beheld, I think, 
these twelve years, shall be welcome to my dwelling. 
Where now abideth the youth ? 

Sir Geo. At the Naval Academy, at Portsmouth. 

Lady Am. May I not see the young man ? 

Sir Geo. What, to make a quaker of him ? — No, 
no. But, hold, as she's now a wealthy heiress, her 
marrying my son Harry will keep up and preserve 
her title in our own family too. lAside.l Wouldst 
thou really be glad to see him ? thou shalt, Mary. 
Ha ! ha ! ha ! John Dory ! [^Calling.] Here comes 
my valet de chambre. 

Enter John Dory. 

John. Why, sir — such a breeze sprung up ! 

Sir Geo. Avast old man of war ; you must instant- 
ly convoy my son from Portsmouth. 

John. Then I must first convoy him to Portsmouth, 
for he happens to be out of the dock already. 

Sir Geo. What wind now ? 

John. You know, on our quitting harbour-* 



SCENE I.] WILD OATS. -13 

Sir Geo. Damn your sea-jaw^ you marrelloofl del- 
phiDy give the Goutents of your log-book in plain 
English* 

John. The young squire has cut and run. 

Sir Geo. What? 

John. Got leave to come to you; and master didn't 
find out before yesterday, that, instead of making for 
home, he had sheer'd off towards London ; directly 
sent notice to you, and Sam has traced us all the way 
here to bring you the news. 

Sir Geo. What, a boy of mine to quit his guns ? 
Ill grapple him. — Come, John. 

Lady Am. Order the carriage for mine uncle. 

Sir Geo. No, thank ye, my lady. Let your equi- 
nage keep up your own dignity. I have horses here ; 
but I won't knock *em up ; next village is the chan- 
Bel for the stage — My lady, Til bring the dog to yon 
by the bowsprit. — Weigh anchor ! crowd sail ! and 
after him ! lExit. 

Enter Efhraim. [Peeping in."] 

Eph. The man of nmse doth not tarry^ then my 
qpirit is glad. 

Lady Am. Let Sarah prepare chambers for my 
kinsman, and hire the maiden for me that thou didst 
mention. 

Eph. I will, for this damsel is passing fair, and 
hath found grace in mine eyes. Mary, as thou art 
yet a stranger in this land, and just taken posses* 
sion of this estate, the laws of society command thee 
to be on terms of amity with thy wealthy neigh-- 
bonrs. 

Lady Am. Yea ; but while I entertain the rich, the 
hearts of the poor shall also rejoice ; I myself will 
now go forth into the adjacent hamlet, and invite all 
that oometh to hearty cheer. 

E^h* Yea, 1 will distribute among the poor good 
hooks. 
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Laiy Am. And meat and drink too, friend Eph- 
raim. In the fulness of plenty, they shall join in 
thanksgiving for those gifts of which I am so un- 
worthy. lExemnt. 

SCENE II. 

A Road. 

Enter Harry Thunder, and MiT>GRfoUow$, 

calling. 

Midge, I say, Dick Buskin ! hark ye» my lad ! 

Harry. What keeps Rover ? 

Midge. Fm sure, I don't know. As you desired, 
I paid for our breakfast. But the devil's in that 
fellow ; every inn we stop at, he will always hang 
behind, chattering to the bar-maid, or cnamber- 
maid. 

Harry. Or any, or no maid. But he's a worthy 
lad ; and I love him better, I think, than my own 
brother, had I one. 

Midge. Oh ! but, Dick, mind, my boy 

Harry, Stop, Midge. Though 'twas my orders, 
when I set out on this scamper with the players, (the 
better to conceal my quality,) for you, before people, 
to treat me as your companion, yet, at. the same 
time, you should have had discretion enough to re- 
member, when we're alone, that I am still your mas- 
ter, and son to Sir George Thunder. 

Midge. Sir, I ask your pardon ; but by making 
yourself my equal, I've got so used to familiarity, 
that I find it curst hard to shake it off. 
. Harry, Well, sir, pray mind, that familiarity is all 
over now. My frolic's out ; I now throw off the 
player, and shall directly return. My father must 
by this time have heard of my departure from the 
academy at Portsmouth ; and, Aiou^U \N«i^ deluded 
away by my rage for a littk acWn^, ^^\. X\&^t\»a5j, 
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of me to give the gay old fellow any cause of unea- 
siness. 

Midge. And, sir, shall you and I never act another 
scene together? Shall I never again play Colonel 
Standard for my own benefit ? Never again have the 
honour of caning your honour in the character of 
Tom Errand ? 

Harry. In Aiture, act the part of a smart hat and 
coat brusher,, of I shall have the honour of kicking 
you in the character of an idle puppy. You were a 
good servant ; but I find, by letting you crack your 
jokes, and sit in my company^ you're grown quite a 
lascaL- 

Midge. Yes, sir, I was a modest, well behaved lad ; 
but evil communication corrupts good manners. 
, Harry. Begone, sirrah, till I call for you. 

[Exit Midge, grumbling, 

Harry. Well, if my father but forgives me. — ^This 
three inonths* excursion has shown me some life, and 
a devilish deal of fun. For one circumstance, I shall 
ever remember it with delight. Its bringing me ac- 
quainted with Jack Rover. How long he stays ! Jack ! 
Ill this forlorn stroller, I have discovered qualities that 
honour human nature, and accomplishments that 
raight grace a prince. I don*t know a pleasanter fel- 
low, except when he gets to his abominable habit of 
quotation. I hope he will not find the purse Fve hid 
in bis coat pocket, before we part. I dread the mo- 
ment, but it's come. 

Rwer. [ Without.'] '* The brisk li-li-lightning I." 

Harry, Ay> here^s the rattle. Hurried on by the 
impetoous flow of his own volatile spirits, his life is a 
rapid stream of extravagant whim ; and while the se- 
rious voice of humanity prompts his heart to the best 
of actioDs, his features shine in laugh and levity « — 
Studying Bayes, eb. Jack ? 
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Enter RovBR. 

Raver. ** I am the bold Thunder." 

Harry n [Aside.l I am^ if he knew but all. — Keep 
one standing in the road ! 

Rover, Beg your pardon, my dear Dick ; but all 
the fault of — Plague on't, that a man can't sleep and 
breakfast at an inn, then return up to his bedcham- 
ber for his gloves that he'd forgot, but there he must 
find chambermaids, thumping feathers and knocking 
pillows about, to keep one when one has affairs and 
business. Ton my soul, these girls' conduct to us ia 
intolerable* The very thought brings the blood into 
my face, and whenever they attempt to serve, pro* 
voke me so« damme but I will, I will — ^An't I right, 
Dick? 

Harryn No ; " all in the wrong." 

Rover. No matter, Dick ; that's the universal play 
** ail round the Wrekin ;'* but you are so conceited, 
because, by this company you're going to join at 
Winchester, you are engaged for high tragedy f 

Harry, And you for Rangers, Plumes, and Fop- 
pingtons. 

Rover. Our first play is Lear. I was devilish im- 
perfect in Edgar, t'other night at Lymington. I must 
look it over. [Takei out a hook,'\ " Away, the foul 
fiend follows me !" Hollo ! stop a moment, we shall 
have the whole county after us. IGoing* 

Harry. What now ? 
, Rover. That rosy-faced chambermaid put me in 
such a passion, that, by Heaven, I walked out of the 
house, and forgot to pay our bill. [Going. 

Harry. Never mind, Rover, it's paid. 

Rover. Paid 1 why, neither you nor Midge had 
money enough. No, really ! 

Harry. Ha ! ha ! ha ! I tell you 'tis. 

Jiover. You paid ? Oh» very well. Every honest 
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fellow should be a stock parse. Come, then, let*s 
push on now* Ten miles to Winchester ; we shall be 
there by eleven. 

Harry, Our trunks are booked at the inn for the 
Winchester coach. 

Raver, ** Ay« to foreign climates my old trunk T 
bear." But I prefer walking to the car of Thespis. 

Harry, Which is the way ? 

Raver, Here. 

Harry, Then I go there. \^Pointing apposite. 

Raver, Eh ! 

Harry, My dear boy, on this spot, and at this mo- 
ment, we must part. 

Raver, Part! 

Harry, Rover, you wish me well. 

Raver, Well, and suppose so. Part, eh ! What 
mystery and grand ? What are you at ? Do you for- 
get, — ^you. Midge, and I, are engaged to Truncheon, 
the manager, and that the bills are already up with 
our names to-night to play at Winchester ? 

Harry, Jack, you and I have often met on a stage 
IB assumed characters ; if it's your wish we shoukl 
ever meet again in our real ones, of sincere friends, 
without asking whither 1 go, or my motives for leav* 
uig you, when I walk up this road« do ^ou turn down 
diat. 

Raver, Joke! 

Harry, Fm serious'. Good bye ! 

Rover, If you repent your engagement with Trun- 
dheon, Fil break off too, and go with you wherever — 

ITakes him under the arm, 

Harry, Attempt to follow me, and even our ac- 
quaintance ends. 

Raver, £h I 

Harry, Dbn*t think of my reasons, only that it 
must be. 

Rover* Ifave I done any Ihing to Dick Buskin ? 
lea,vemel[T^rM and puts his handker chief io liuei|e»,- 

B 2 
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Harry » I am as mudi concerned at you to— Good 
bye! 

Rover. I can't even bid bim — I won't neither. — ^If 
any cause could have given — Farewell. 

Harry. Bless my poor fellow ! Adieu. [Sikntly 
weepip [Exeunt several ways. 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE U 

A Village f a Farm House, and near it a Cottage. ^ 

Enter Farmer Gammon and Ephraim. 

F. Gam, Well, Master Ephraim, I may depend on 
thee, as you quakers never break your words. 

Eph. I have spoken to Mary, and she, at my re- 
quest, consenteth to take thy daughter, Jane, as her 
handmaid, 

F. Gam. Very good of you. 

Eph. Goodness I do like, and also — comely Jane. 
[Aside.] The maiden I will prefer, for the sake of — 
myself. lAsideJ] 

F. Gam. I intended to make a present to the per- 
son that does me such a piece of service ; but I 
sba'n*t affront you with it. 

Eph. I am meek and hunjible, and must take af* 
fronts. 

F. Gam. Then here's a guinea. Master Ephraim, 

Eph. I expected not this ; but there is no harm in 
a guinea, [Eant* 

F. Gam. So I shall get my children off my hands* 
A)Fy ;M>n^ Sim, is robbing; me day and night| — {giving 
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tway my com and what aot amoag the poor* — My 
daughter Jane — ^when giris have nought to do, thM 
love-mischief creeps into their minds, and then hey ! 
tiiey*re fn kicking up their heels— •Sim I [CalHnff^ 

&ier Sim. 

Sim. Yes, feyther, 

F. Gam, CaU your sbten 

Sim* Jane, feyther wants you* 

Enter Jane, Jram the hauset with Unen she had 

been working. 

Jane. Did you call me ? 

F. Cram. I often told you both, (but it's now set- 
tled) you must go out into the world, and work for 
yoar bread. 

Sim. Well, feyther, whatever you think right 
mast be so, and Fm content. 

Jane. And Fm sure, feyther, I*m willing to do as 
you'd have me. 

F, Gam. There's ingratitude for you ! When my 
wife died, I brought you both up from the shell, and 
DOW you want to fly off and forsake me. 

Sim. Why no ; Fm willing to live with ;you all my 
days. 

Jane. And Fm sure, feyther, if it*s your desire, 
m never part from you; 

F. Gam. What, you want to hang upon me, like a 
couple of leeches, ay, to strip my branches, and leave 
me a wither'd hawthorn? See who's yon. [Exit Sim.] 
Jane, Ephraim Smooth has hired you for Lady Ama-* 
ranth. 

Jane, O lack I then I shall live in the great house. 

F. Gam. She has sent us all presents of good 
books, [Gives her one.] to read a chapter in. That, 
when one's in a passion, gives a mon patience. 

J^me^ Thaok her good ladyship* 
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F, Gam. My being encambered with you boi 
the cause why old Banks won't give me hia sistc 
. Jane, That's a pity. If we must have a s 
Qiother, Madam Amelia would make us a very g 
one. But I wonder how she can refuse you, feyt 
for Fm sure she must think you a very portly mai 
your scarlet vest and new scratch. You can't tl 
how parsonable you'd look, if you'd only shave t^ 
a week, and put sixpence in the poor-bot. f^Rei 
reading.] 

F. Geo. However, if Banks still refuses,. I I 
him in my power. I'll turn them both out of i 
cottage yonder, and the bailiff shall provide t 
with a lodging. 

Enter Banks. 

Well, neighbour Banks, once for all, am I to m 
your sister ? , 

Banks. That she best knows. 

F. Gam. Ay, but she says she won't. 

Banks. Then I dare say she won't, fur thouj 
woman, I never knew her to speak what she di 
think. 

F. Gam. Then she won't have me ? A fine t' 
this, that you and she, who are little better than ] 
perjs, dare be 30 damn'd saucy ! 

Banks, Why, farmer, I confess we're poor ; 
while that's the worst our enemies can say of 
vve're content. 

F. Gam. Od, dom it ! I wish I had now a g< 
fair occasion to quarrel with him ; Fd make him < 
tent with a devil to him ; I'd knock*en down, 1 
him to jail, and — But I'll be up with him ! 

Enter Sim. 

Sifi^* Oh, feytlier, here's one Mr. Lamp, a i 
leader of showfolJiSy come from Andover to act in 
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Tillage* He wants a bam to play io, if you*U hire 
him yours. 

F. Gam, Surely, boy. Til never refuse money. 
But, lest he should engage tlie great room in the inn, 
ran thou and tell him. — Stop, Til go myself— A short 
cut through that garden. 

Banks. Why you, or any neighbour, is welcome to 
walk in it, or to partake of what it produces, but 
making it a common thoroughfare is — 

F. Gam. Here, Sim, kick open that garden gate. 

Banks. What? 

F. Gam. Does the lad hear ? 

Sim. Why, yes, yes. 

F. Gam. Does the fool understand ? 

Sim. Dang it, Fm as yet but young ; but if under- 
standing teaches me how to wrong my neighbour, I 
hope I may never live to years of discretion. 

F. Gam. What, you cur, do you disobey your fey- 
ther ? Burst open the garden gate, as I command you. 

Sim. Feyther, He that made both you and the gar- 
den, commands me not to injure the unfortunate. 

F. .Gam. Here's an ungr^ous rogue ! t*hen I must 
do it myself. [Advances. 

Banks. [Stands before U.'lHoXd, neighbour. Small 
as this spot is, it*s now my only possession ; and the 
man shall firist take my life, who sets a foot in it 
against my will. 

F. Gam. Fm in such a passion.*— 

Jane. [Comes forward.] Feyther, if you are in a 
passion, read the good book you gave me. 

F. Gam. Plague of the wench ! But, you hus8y> 
Fll — and you, you unlucky bird I 

[Exeunt SiM and JANE. 
f A shower of rain.'] — Enter Rover hastily. 
• Mover. Zounds ! here's a pelting shower, and no 
shelter! ''Poor Tom's a-cold;" Fm wet through—^ 
Oh, here's a flEur promising house. 

[Gotiijf <o GMmo^'%, 
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F. Gam, [Stapi Aim.] Holdi my lad. Can't let 
folks in, till 1 know who they are. There's a public 
house not above a mile on. 

Banks. Step in here, young man: my fire is small, 
but it shall cheer you with a hearty welcome. 

Rover. [ To BANKS.]Thepoor cottager! [ToGam* 
MON.] And the substantial farmer ! Kneels,] " Hear, 
Nature, dear goddess, hear ! If ever you designed to 
make his corn-fields fruitful, change thy purpose ; 
that, from the blighted ear no grain may fall to fkt 
his stubble goose — and, when to town he drives his 
hogs, so like himself, oh, let him feel the soaking 
rain ; then may he curse his crime too late, and 
know how sharper than a serpent's tooth 'tis*' — 
DauHiie, but I'm spouting in the rain all this time. 

[Jumps up and runs into Banks's. 

F. Gam. Ay, neighoour, you1l soon scratch a beg- 
gar*s head, if you harbour every mad vagrant. This 
may be one of the footpads, that, it seems, have got: 
about the country ; but I'll have an execution, and 
seize on thy goods, this day, my charitable neigh- 
bour ! £h, the sun strikes out, quite cleared up. 

Enter J AVE. 

Jane. La, fey ther, if there isn't coming down the 
village — 

F. Gam. Ah, thou hussy I 

mJane, Bless me, feyther ! No time for anger now. 
Here's Lady Amaranth's chariot, drawn by her new 
grand long-tailed horses. — La ! it stops! 

F. Gam. Her ladyship is coming put, and walks, 
this Way. — She may wish to rest herself in my house. 
Jane, we must always make rich folks welcome. ' 

Jane. Dear me, I'll run in and set things to rights. 
But, feyther, your cravat and wig are all got so rum- 
plified with your cross-grained tantarums. I'll tie 
your neck in abigbeau,, and for your wig, if there is 
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any floor in the drudging-box. — [Adjusts them, and 
runs into the houtei] ■ 
F. Geo. Oh 1 the bailifT too that I engaged. 

Enter Twitch. 

Tioiick, Welly Master Gammon, as you desired, 
Im come to serve this here warrant of yours, and ar- 
rest Master Banks ^ where is he ? 

F. Cram. Yes, now I he's determined on*t — he*s 
—Zounds ! stand aside, 1*11 speak to you anon. 

[Looking out, 



Enter Lady Amaranth, ZACHARiAH/o//oif7tn^. 

Lady Am. Friend, Jane, whom I have taken to be 
my handmaid, is thy daughter ? 

F. Gam. Ay, so (ler mother said, an't please your 
ladyship. 

l4ady Am. Ephraim Smooth acquainteth me thou 
art a wealthy yeoman. 

F. Gam. Why, my lady, I pay my rent. 

Lady Am. Being yet a stranger on my estate around 
here, I have passed through thy hamlet to behold with 
mine own eye the distresses of my poor tenants. I 
wish to relieve their wants. 

F, Gam. Right, your ladyship : for charity hides 
a deal of sins. How good of you to think of the 
poor ! that*s so like me ; Fm always contriving how 
to relieve my neighbours — you must lay Banks in 
gaol to-night. [Apart to Twitch. 

Enter Jane. 

Jane. An*t please you, will your ladyship enter 
oar humble dwelling, and rest your ladyship in fey- 
tber*8 great cane-bottom'd elbow-chair, with a high 
back ? [Courtesies. 

F. Cram. Do, my lady. To receive so great a body 
from her own.chai'iot is an honour I dreamt not of; 
though, for the hungry and weary-foot traveller, my 
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doors are always open» and my morsel reiMly. Knock ; 
when he comes out, touch him. [Aiide to Twitch. 

Lady Am. Thou art benevolent, and I will enter 
thy dwelling with satisfaction. 

Jane. O precious ! this way, my lady. 

[ExeuMt all but Twitch. 

Twitch. Eh, whereas the warrant? [Feels his 
pocket, and knocks at Banks's door. 

Enter Banks. 

Banks. Master Twitch ! What's your business with 
me? 

Ttoitch. Only a little affair here against yon. 

Banks. Me ! 

Twitch. Yes ; Farmer Gammon has bought a thirty 
pound note of hand of yours. 

Banks. Indeed ! Well, I didn't think his malice 
could have stretched so far-— I thought the love he 
professed for my sister might, — why, it is true. Mas- 
ter Twitch, to lend our indigent cottagers small sums, 
when they've been unable to pay their rents, I got 
lawyer Quirk to procure me this money, and hoped 
their industry would have put it in my power to take 
up my note before now. However, I'll go round and 
try what they can do, then call on you and settle it. 

Twitch. You must pco with me. 

Rover. \^Without.1 Old gentleman, come quick, or 
I'll draw another bottle of your currant wine. 

Twitch. You'd best not make a noise, but come. 

[To Banks. 
Enter Rover. 

Rover. Oh, you're here ! Rain over — quite fine — 
ril take a sniff'of the open air too— £h, what's the 
matter ? 

Twitch. What's that to you ? 

Rover. What's that to me ? Why, you're a very 
unmannerly — 
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Tmtek. t)hy here's a rescue I 

Banks* Nay, my dear sir, I*d wish you not to bring 
^yourself into trouble about me. 

Twitch. Now, since you don't know what's civile 
if the debt's not paid directly, to jail you go. 

Rover, My kind, hospitable, good old man to jail ! 
VThat's the amount, you scoundrel? 

Twitch, Better words, or I'll— 

Rover, Stop ; utter you a word good or bad, ex- 
cept to tell me what's your demand on this gentle- 
man, and rU give you the greatest beating you ever 
got since the hour you commenced rascal. \In a low 
tone,] 

Ttoitch, Why, master, I don't want to quarrel with 
you, because-^ 

Rover, You'll get nothing by it. Do you know, 
you villain, that I am this moment the greatest man 
living ? 

Twitch, Who, pray? 

Rover, ** I am the bold Thunder!" Sirrah, know 
that I carry my purse of gold in my coat-pocket. 
Though damme if I know how a purse came there. 
[Atide, and takes it out,] There's twenty pictures 
of his nmjesty ; therefore, in the king's name, I free 
his liege subject; [Takes Banks away,] and now 
who am I ? Ah ! an ! 

Twitch, Ten pieces short, my master ; but if you're 
a housekeeper, I'll take this and your bail. 

Rover, Then for bail you must have a house- 
keeper ? What's to be done ! 

JSnter Gammon. 

Ah, here's old hospitality ! I know you've a house, 
though your fire-side was too warm for me. Look ye, 
here's some rapacious, griping rascal, has had this 
worthy gentleman, wtre^ea. Now a certain, good- 
for-nothing, rattling fellow has paid twenty ^uineaa; 
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you pass your word for the other niney well step back 

into the old gentleman*s friendly house, and over his 

currant wine, our iirst toast shall be. Liberty to the 

honest debtor, and confusion to the hard-hearted 

creditor. 

. F. Gam. I sha*n*t 

Rover. Sha n*t ! what*s your name ? 

F. Gam. Gammon. 

Rover. Gammon ! Dem*me, youVe the Hampshire 
hog. lExit F. Gammon.] 'Sdeath ! how shaft I do 
to extricate — ? I wish I had another purse in my 
waistcoat pocket. 

Enter Lady Amaranth, from Gammon*s, 
Zachari AH following. 

Lady Am, What tumults this? 

Rover. A lady ! Ma'am, your most obedient hum- 
ble servant. [Bows."] A quaker too ! They are ge- 
nerally kind and humane, and that face is the pro- 
logue to a play of a thousand good acts--^may be 
she'd help us here. [Aside.^ Ma*am, you must know 
that — that I^no — this gentleman — I mean this gen- 
tleman and I — He got a little behind-hand, as every 
honest, well-principled man often may, from — bad 
harvests and rains — lodging corn — and his cattle — 
from murrain, and — rot the murrain ! you know this 
is the way all this affair happened, [To Banks.] and 
then steps up this gentleman, [To Twitch.] with a 
— a tip in his way — madam, you understand? Aiul 
then in steps I — with my a — In short, madam, I am 
the worst story-teller in the world, where myself is 
the hero of the tale. 

Twitch. Mr. Banks has been arrested for thirly 
pounds, and this gentleman has paid twenty guineas 
of the debt. 

Banks. ' My litigious neighbour to expose me 
thus ! 
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Za<%f it9^. Tlie voting man . and maiden within 
have spoken well of thy sister, and pictured thee 
-as a man of irreproachable morals^ though unfortu- 
nate. 

JRover. Madam, he's the honestest fellow — IVe 
-known him above forty years, he has the best hand 
at stirring^ a fire — If you was only to taste his currant 
.wine. 

Banki. Madam, I never aspired to an enviable 
rank in life ; but hitherto pride and prudence kept 
one above the reach of pity.: .biit obligations from a 
stranger — ... 

Lady Am, He ! really a stranger, and attempt to 
iree thee ! But, friend, [To Rover.] tliou hast as- 
sumed a right which here belongeth alone to me. As 
I eojo^ tiie blessings which these lands produce, I 
owa.ako the heart-defigfating. privileg<r of dispensing 
those blesshigs to the wretched. Thou mad st thy- 
self my worldly banker, and no cash of mine in thine 
hands, [Takes a note from a pocket-book,'] but thus 
I balance our accouqt. [Offers it. 

Rover. *' Madam', my master pays me, nor can I 
take money .from another hand, without injuring his 
honour, and dtsolmyiog his commands.** 

" Run, run, Orlando, carve on every tree, 
The fair, the chaste, the uil^expressive she.*' 

[Runs off. 

Banks. But, sir, I insist you*ll return him his mo- 
ney. [To Twitch.] Stop ! [Going. 

Twitch. Ay, stop ! [Holds the skirts of his coat. 

Lady Am. Where dwelleth he? 

Banks. I fancy,* where he can, madam. I under- 
stand from his discourse, that he was on his way to 
join a company of actors in the next town. 

Lady Am. A profane stage-player with such a 
((entle, generous lieart ! Yet so whimsically wild, 
like the unconscious rose, modestly shrinking from 
the recdlje^on of its own grace and sweetness* 
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Enter J AVE, from the hou9e, more dret9ed. 

Jane* Now, my lady, Fm fit to attend your lady- 
ship. I look so genteelishy mayhap her ladyship may 
take roe home with her. 

Lady Am. This maiden may find out for me whi- 
ther he goeth. [ilncfe.] Call on my steward, and 
thy legal demands shall be satisfied. [ To Twitch. 

Jane, Here, coachman, driTC up my lady's chariot, 
nearer to the door. [Calk off.} Charott ! If she'd 
take me with her, la ! how all the folks will stare. 

S Aside.'] Madam, though the roads are so very 
usty, I'll walk all the way on foot to your ladyship's 
house — ay, though I should spoil my bran-new pet^ 
ticoat. 

Lady Am. Rather than sully thy garment, thoa 

shalt be seated by me. Friend, be cheerful ; thine 

and thy sister's sorrows shall be but an April shower. 

Jane. Oh, your ladvship ! Ecod, if I didn't think 

60-^ [Aside. 

Enter Sim. 

Here, you Sim, order the charott for us. 

Sim. Us ! Come, come, Jane, I've the little tilt 
cart to carry you. 

Jane. Cart ! [Exeunt severally • 

SCENE II. 

Before an Inn. 



Enter Rover and Waiter. 

. Rover. Hillo ! friend, when does the coach set 
out for London ? 

Waiter. In about an hour, sir. 
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Rover. Has the Winchester coach passed ? 
Waiter. No, sir. [Exit. 

Rover. That's lucky ! then my trunk is here still. 

00 I will Qot., Since Fve lost the fellowship of my 
friend Dick, Til travel no more, I'll try a London 
audience; who knows but I may get an^ engage- 
ment? This celestial lady quaker ! She must be rich, 
and ridicalous for such a poor dog as I am, even to 
think of her. How Dick would laugh at roe if he 
knew — I dare say by this she has released my kind 
host from the* gripe — I shonld like to be certain 
Ihough. 

ErUer Landlord. 

, Lavid. You*ll dine here, sir t Vm honest Bob 
Johnstone ; kept the Sun these twenty years. . Exr 
cellent dinner on table at two. 
' Rover. ** Yet my love indeed is appetite ; Fm as 
hun^y as the sea, and can digest as much.*' 

Land. Then, you won't do for my shilling ordinary, 
sir ; dierejB a very good ordinary at the Saracen's 
Head, at the end of the town. Shouldn't have 
thought indeed, hungry f<k>t travellers to eat like 
coming, sir. [Exit. 

Rover. FU not join this company at Winchester. 

1 will take a touch at a London theatre. The public 
there are candid and generous, and before my merit 
can have time to create enemies, FU save money, 
and — ** a fig for the Sultan and Sophy." 

Enter Jane, at the hack, and Sim watching her. 

Jane. Ay, that's he ! 

Rover. But if I fail, by Heaven I'll overwhelm the 
manager, his empire, and — '', himself in one prodi- 
gious ruin." 

Jane. Ruin ! Oh Lord ! [J?tcits backs. 

Sim. What can yon expect, when, you follow 
yoang men ? I've dodged you all the way. 

c 2 
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Jane. Well ! wasn't I sent ? 

jStwi. Oh yes, you were sent — ^very likely* Who 
sent you ? 

Jane. I was — I won't tell it*s my lady, 'cause she 
bid me not. [Aside. 

Sim. rU keep you from sheame — a fine life I 
should have in the parish, rare fleering, if a sister of 
moine should stand some Sunday at church in a 
white sheet, and to all their flouts what could I say t 

Raver. Thus, ** I say my sbter*s wrong'd, my 
sister BhtaabeUa, bom as high and noble as the at- 
tomey — do her justice, or by the gods I'll lay a scene 
of blood, shall make this haymow horrible to Bee^ 
bles."— " Say that, Chamont." 

Sim. I believe it's full moon. You go hoame to 
your place, and moind your business. 

Jane. My lady will he so pleased I found him I I 
don't wonder at it, he's such a fine-spoken man. 

iSim. Dang it ! Will you stand here grinning at 
the wild bucks. 

Jane, Perhaps the gentleman might wish to send 
her ladyship a compliment. An't please you, sir, i) 
it's even a kiss between us two, it shall go safe ; for, 
though you should give it me, brother Sim then caq 
take it to my lady. 

Rover. " I'd kiss thee ere I kill'd thee," 

Jane, Kill me ! 
' Rover. " No way but this, killing myself, to die 
upon a kiss V [Advancing, 

Sim. Go ! [To Jane — puts her out. 

Rover. " Ay ; to a nunnery go, go." I'm cursedly 
out of spirits ; but hang sorrow, I may as well diver( 
myself — ** *Tis meat and drink for me to see a 
down."-T«" Shepherd, was't ever at court?" 

Sim. Not I. 
. Rover. " Then thou art damn'd." 
mi. Eb I 
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Rover. Ay, ** thou art damn*d like an ilUroasted 
egg — all on one side." — Little Hospitality. 

[Looking out. 

JEnier Farmbr Gammon. 

F' Gam. £h» where's the showman that wants 
•to )iire my barn ? So, Madam Jane, I place her out 
to sarvice, and instead of attending her mistress, 
she gets galloppbg all about the village. — How*s 
this son ? 

Raver. ** ,Your son ? Yoitng Ciodpate, take him to 
your wheat stack, and there teach him manners.-' 

F. Gam. Ah, thou'rt the fellow that would bolt 
4mt of the dirty roads, into people's houses. Ho, ho, 
ho ! Sim's schooling is mightily thrown away if he 
hasn't got more manners than thou. 

Sim. Why, feyther, it is ! — Gadzooks, he be one 
pf the play ! Acted Tom Fool, in King Larry, at Ly- 
mington, t'other night — I thought I knowed the face, 
tbof he bad a straw cap and a blanket abont'n — Ho, 
ho ! how comical that was when you said — ^ 

Jiaver. *' Pillicock sat upon Pillicock hill, pil — i 
r-loo, loo I" 

Sim. Itiat'sit! He's at it! [C/ap«.] Laugh, fey- 
ther. 

F. Gam. Hold your tongue, boy ! I believe he's 
BO better than he should be. The moment I saw 
him, says I to myself, jfoie are a rogue. 

Rover. Hiere you spoke truth for once in your 
Ufe. 

F. Gam. Fm glad to hear you confess it. But 
her ladyship shall have the vagrants whi[^ed out of 
the country. 

Rover. Vagrant f «* Thou wretch ! despite o'er- 
whelm thee !" '* Only squint, and, by Heaven^ I'll 
heut thjr blown body till it rebounds lake t^ tft.\»a^^ 
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Sim. Beat my feyther ! No, no. Thou, most fint 
beat me. . [Puts himtelf in a potttareof defemee. 

Rover, [Ande, wiihgreat feeling J] ''Though love 
cooly friendship fall ofl; brothers divide, subjects re- 
bel, oh ! never let the sacred bond be cracked *twixt 
son and father !** — I never knew a father*s protec- 
tion, never had a lather to protect. 

[Puis his handkerchief to htM eyet. 

Sim. Ecod ! he's not acting now ! 

Enter Landlord, with a book, pen, and ink* 

F. Gam, LAndlord, b this Mr. Lamp here ? 

Land. I've just opened a bottle for him and t'other 
in the parlour. 

Rover. *' Go, father, with thy son : give him a 
livery more guarded than his fellows." 

Sim. Livery ! Why, I be no servant man, though 
sister Jane is. Gi's thy band. [To Roy£R.] I don't 
know how 'tis : but I think I could lose my life for 
him : but mustn't let feyther be lickt though — No, 
no ! [Going, turns and looks at RovER.] Ecod, I 
ne'er shall forp:et Pillicock ! 

. [Exeunt Farmer Gammon and Sim. 

Rover. Thou art an honest reptile. I'll make my 
entree on the London boards in BayeS ; yes, I shall 
have no comparison against me. *' £gad, it's very 
hard that a gentleman and an author can't cofne to 
teach them, but he must break his nose, and — and 
— all that — but — so the players are gone to dinner.** 

Land. No such people frequent the Sun, I assure 
you. 

Rover. ** Sun, moon, and stars !" — ^Now mind the 
eclipse, Mr. Johnstone. 

Land. I heard nothing of it, sir. 

Rover. " There'3 the sun between the earth -and 
the moon — there's the moon between the earth and 
the sun, tol, lol, lol ! dance the hay ! Luna meaM 
to show her tail. 
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JSnler Waiter. 

Waiter. Two gentleman in the ptrioar would speak 
irith you. 

Rover. ** I attend them, were they twenty times 
oar mother." 

Waiter. Your mother, sir I why it Vk two gentlemen. 

Rover. Say I attend them with all respect and 
*ity. [jEMi Waiter. 

Land. Sir, you go in the stage ; as we book the 
passengers, what name l 

Rover. '* I am the bold Thunder/' [Exii. 

Land* IWriting.] Mr. Thunder. 

Eater John Dory. 

^ John* I T^ant two places in the stage coach, be- 
cause I and another gentleman are going a voyage* 

Land. Just two vacant ; what name ? 

John. Avast ! I go aloft. But let*s see who'll be 
my master's messmates in the cabin : [Reads.] Cap- 
tain Maccolah, Counsellor Fazacherly, Miss Gos- 
fiag, Mr. Thunder. What's thb? speak, man! is 
there one of that name going ? 

Land. Booked him this minute. 

John* If our voyage should now be at an end be- 
fore we begin it? — If this Mr. Thunder should be mj 
laaster's son ! — ^Wbat rate b this vessel t 

Land. Rate! 

John. What sort of a gentleman is he ? 

LaauL Oh! a rum sort of a gentleman ; Isuspect 
he's one of the players. 

. John. True ; Sam said it was some player's peojde 
poaxed him away from Portsmouth school. It must 
be the 'squire — show me where he's moored, my old 
purser. [JSrj#, nnging^ and lJiVJ>hOBJ>fQlhwingi 
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• ■ 

8CSNE III. 

A Room in the Inn* 

, ... 

Lamp and Trap>. [dztcfniered drinking.l . 

7V«p. This same Farmer Gammon seems a «ttriy 
Bpark. 

Lamp, No matter. His- bam will hold a goo4 
tihirty pounds, and if t can but eng;age this young 
fellow, this Rover, he*U cram it .every night he pll^s. 
He*B certainly a devilish good actor.' Now, Trap^ 
you must enquire out a carpenter, and be brisk about 
the building. I think we shall have smart business, 
as we stand so well for pf'etty women^ too. Oh» 
here he is ! 

Trap. Snap him at any terms. 

£«<erRovEH. 

Raver, Gentleman, your nicfst obedient — ^The 
waiter told me — 

Lamp, Sir, to our better acquaintance. [JPt7&.] 

Rover, I don't recollect I have the honour of 
knowing — 

Lamp. Mr. Rover, though I am a stranger to you, 
your merit is none to me. 

Rover, Sir, [Bows,'] 
'■ Lamp, Yes, sir, my name is Lamp: I am manager 
of the company of comedians that's come dowii here, 
and Mr. Trap is my treasurer, engages performers, , 
sticks bills, finds properties, keeps box books, 
prompts play, and takes the town. 

Drap, The most reputable company, and charm- 
ing money-getting circuit. [Apart to RovER.] 

Jiover. H&v'n't a doubt, sir. 



^ENS III.] .WILD 0ATiF» 36 

lamp. Only luffer me to pat up youi: name to 
play with us six nis^hts, and twelve guineas are yours. 

Rover. Sir» I thank yon, and must confess yoor 
offer is liberal ; but my friends have flattered me into 
a sort of opinion that encourage^ me to take a touch 
at the capital. • 

Lamp. Ah, my dear Mr. Rover, a London theatre 
b dangerous ground. 

' Rwer. Why, I may fail, and gods may groan, and 
ladies drawl, *' La, what an awkward creature I'' but 
iliould I top my part, then shall gods applaud, and 
ladies sigh, '* The charming fellow !*' and treasurers 
smile upon me, as they count the shining guineas ! 

Lamp. But suppose — 

Jkaver. Ay, suppose the contrary, I have a certain 
friend here, in my coat pocket [Puts hu hand in hit 
focket.l Eh ! zounds ! wh<^re is— oh, the devil ! I gave 
it to discharge my kind host — going for London, and 
Oct maHter of five shillings ! [Aside.] ** Sir, to return 
to the twenty pounds.'' 

Lamp, Twenty pounds ! Well, let it be so. 

Rover. Sir, I engage with you,, call a rehearsal 
when and where you please, Fll attend. 

Lamp. Sir, Fll step for the cast-book, and you 
shall chuse your characters. 

Trap. And, sir, TU write out the play-bills di-^- 
rectly. [Exeunt Lamp and Trap. 

Rover. Since I must remain here some time, and 
Fve not the most distant hope of ^er speaking to this 
goddess again, I wish I had enquired her name, that 
I might know how to keep out of her way. 

Enter John i)oRY and Landlord, 

Land. There*s the gentleman. 
John. Very well. [Exit Landlord* 

What cheer, ho, master squire ? 
Rover. Cheer, ho ! my hearty ! 
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John. The very face of his father ! And an't you 
ashamed of yourself ! 

Rover. Why, yes, I am sometimes. 

John, Do you know, if 1 had you at the gangway^ 
I'd give you a neater dozen than ever you got firom 
your schoolmaster's cat-a-nine tails. 

Rov^, You wouldn't sure ? 

John, I would sure. 

Rover, Indeed ? — Pleadiuiit enough ! who b this 
genius ? 

John, I've dbpatched a shallop to tell lady Ama« 
ranth you're here. 

Rover, y<m ha'vn't ? 

John, I have. 

Rover, Now, who the devil's Lady Amaranth ? 

John. 1 expect her chariot every moment, and 
when it comes, you'll get into it, and I'll get into it^ 
and rU set you down genteelly at her house ; then 
I'll have obeyed my orders, and I hope your father 
will be satisfied. 

Rover. My father ! who's he, pray ? 

John. ^Pshaw ! leave off your fun, and prepare to 
ask his pardon. 

Rover, Ha, ha, ha ! Why, my worthy friencT, you 
are totally wrong in this affair. Upon niy word I'm 
not the person you take me for. [Going, j 

John. You don't go, though they've got your name 
down to the stage-coach book, Mr. Thunder. 

Rover, Mr. Tbundw ! stage-coach book ! fPauaes,] 
ba, ha, ha ! This must be scmie curious blunder. 

John. Oh ! my lad, your father. Sir George, will 
change your note. 

Rover. He must give me one first. Sir Greorge ! 
then. my «father is a knight, it seems ; ha, ha, ha ! 
very good, faith ! 'pon my honour, I am not the gen- 
iieman that y«^u think me. 

John. I ought not to tiiink you any gentleman for 
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giving your honour in a falsehood. Oh ! them play- 
actors you went amongst have quite spoiled you. I 
^wish only one of 'em would come in my way, Fd 
teach 'em to bring a gentieman*s son tramboozing 
nbout the country. 

Enter Waiter. 

Waiter. Her ladyship's chariot's at the dpor, and 
I fancy it's you, sir, the coachman wants. 

John. Yes, it's me. I attend your honour* 

Rover* Then you insist on it that I am—* 
. John, I insist on nothing, only you shall come. 

Rover. Indeed ! Shall ! Shall is a word don't souqd 
over agreeable to my ears. 

John. Does a pretty girl sound well to your ear ? 

Rover. " More music in the clink of her horses' 
hoofs than twenty hautboys." Why, is this Lady 
Thing-o-me pretty ? 

John. Beautiful as a mermaid, and stately as a 
ship under sail. 

Rover. Egad ! I've a mind to humour the frolic — 
Well, well, 111 see your mermaid. But then on the 
instant of my appearance the mistake must be dis- 
covered. [Aside.l Harky, is this father of mine you 
talk of at this lady's ? 

John. No : your father's in chase of the deserters. 
I find he's afraid to face the old one, so, if I tell him, 
he won't go with me. [Atide.\ No, no, we sha'n't see 
him in a hurry. 

Rover. Then I'll venture. Has the lady ever seen 
me? 

John. Pshaw I none of your jokes, man ! you know 
that her ladyship, no more than myself, has set eyes 
upon you since you was the bigness of a rumbo ca- 
nakiB. 

Rover. The choice is made. I have my Ranger's 
dress in my trunk : " Cousin of Buckingham, thou 
^age^ grave man !'* 

D 
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John. What? . 

R^wer, ** Since yo« will buckle fortvne on my 
back, to bear her burthen, whether I will or no, I 
must have patience to endure the load ; but if black 
scandal, or foul-faced*'— 

John. Black ! my Voul fiice was as fair as yours 
before I went to sea. 
• Rdfoer. ** Vour mere enforcement shall acquittance 



me. 



John. Man, don't stand preaching parson Sacks 
* — come to the chariot. 

Rover. Ay, to the chariot ! ** Bear me, Bncephaliis, 
among the billows, — ^hey I for the Tygris !" \ExemU. 



ACT THE THIRD; 

SCENE I. ^ 

Lady Amaranth's House. 

Enter Lady Amaranth and Efhraim. 

Lady Am, Though thou hast settled that distressed 
gentleman*s debt, let his sister come unto me ; and 
remit a quarter's rent unto alt my tenants. 

Eph, As thou bidd'^t^ I have discharged from the 
pound the widow's cattle ; but shall I let the lawsait 
drop against the farmer's son who did shoot the 
pheasant? 

Lady Am. Yea ; but instan||:1y turn from my ser« 
vice the gamekeeper's man that did kill the fawn, 
while it was eating from his hand. We should hate 
guile, though we may love venison. 

Eph. I love a young doe. [Aside.l Since the death 
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tffncnd Dovehouse, wfao, (though tute of the fiiithful) 
mi an active magistrate, this port of the country is 
iifntedvithi-ovetous men called robbere,and I ha*e, 
n th; mme, said unto the people, whoever appre- 
kendeth one of these, I will rewoHl him, yea, with 
llinlTpieccsufgold.[A/DudAn<»cAtiijfK'iiAotit.]Tbat 
beatingof one brass against another at thy door, pro- 
dairaeth the approachof vanity, whose pride of heart 
swelLeth at an empty sound. [Exit. 

■ Ladg Am. But my heart b possessed with the idea 
of Uiat wandering youUi, whose benevolence induced 
him to part with, perhaps his all, to free the unhappy 
debtor. His person is amiahle, his address (accoitl- 
lag to worldly modest formed to please, to delight, 
Bnt he's poor; is that a crime? Perhaps meanly 
bom : hut'One good action is an illustrious pedigree. 
Ifeel I lore him, and in that wurd are birtb, fame, 
•od riches. 

Enter Janb. 

/dxe. Madam', my lady, an't please you — 

La4bf Am, Didst thou find the young man, that I 
nay retufn him thi money he paid for my tenant? 

Jane, (fonnd him, ma'am, and — I found lum, and 
fae talked of — what he said. 

Ladi/ Am. What did he say ? 

Jane. He saw me, ma'am, and cali'd me Blowsa- 
bella, and said he would — I'll be hang'd, ma'am, if 
he didn't «ay he would — Now, tbbk of that; — but 
if he hadn't gone to London in the alage coach — 

iMdy Am. Is he gone ? \^WUh emotion. 

^ter John Dory. 

John. O, my lady, mayhap JtAn Dory ia not the 
man to be sent after young gentlemen that scamper 
innii school, and run about the country play-acting I 
Pray walk up stairs. Master Thunder. (JDallt off, 

Xoffy^m. H«iBt Ibou brought my kiuinaaiiUhei \ 
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Jokn. Well, I haVn't Iben* 

Jtme. If yoa havVt, ivhy do you make a talk 
about it ? 

John. Well, don't give me your palaver, youug 
Miss Slip Slop. — WiU you only walk up» i£ you 
please. Master Harry ? 

. Ja$ui, Will you walk up, if you please. Master 
Harry? 

Zady Am. Friendship requireth, yet I am not dick 
posed to commune with company, [Aside* 

Jane. O, bless me, ma'am I u it isn't-^ 

Enter RovSR, dreit. 

Hover. " 'Tis I, Hamlet the Dane !"— « Thus far 
into the bowels of the land have we marched on,"*-^ 
*' John, that bloody and devouring boar I" 

John. He called me bull in the coach, 

Jane. I don't know what brought su^sh a bull ia 
the coach. 

Hover. This the Lady Amaranth ! By Heavens^ the 
very angel quaker ! 

JLacty Am. [Turns.'] The dear, generous youth, my 
cousin Harry ! 

John. There he*s for you, my lady, and make the 
most of him. 

Jane. Oh, how happy my lady is ! he looks so 
charming now he's fine. 

John. Harky ! she*s as rich as a Spanish India- 
man ; and I tell you, your father wishes you'd grapple 
her by the heart — court her, ybu mad devil. [Apart 
to Rover.] There's an engagement to be between 
these two vessels : but little Cupid's the only man 
that's to take minutes, so come. [To Jane. 

Jane. Ma'am, an't I wait to on you ? 

John. No, my lass, you're to wait on me. 

Jane. Wait on this great sea-bull ! lack-a»daby I 
am I — am — 

«Aab&v.Bj this Sir George is come to the inn. WiA- 
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out letting the younker kndw, Fll go and bring him 
here» and smuggle both father and son into a joyftfl 
meeting. [Aside.] [To Jane.] Come now, usher me 
•down like a lady. 

Jane. This way, Mr. Sailor Gentleman. 

[Exeunt John and Janb. 

Raver, fiy Heavens, a most delectable woman ! 

[Aside. 

Lady Am. Cousin, when I saw thee in the village 
free the sheep from the wolf, why didst not tell me 
then thou wcrt son to my uncle. Sir George ? 

Roner. Because, my lady, then I->didn*t know it 
myself. [Aside. 

Lady Am. Why wouldst vex thy father, and quit 
thy school ? 

Roeer. ** A truant disposition, good my lady, 
brought me firom Wirtemberg.*' 

Lc^y Am. Thy father designs thee for his dangerous 
profession ; but is thy inclination turned to the voice 
of trumpets and smites of mighty slaughter ? 

Rover* ** Why, ma* am, as for old Boreas, my dad, 
when the blast of war blows in my ears, he*s a tyger 
in his fierce resentment.*' — But for me, " I think it a 
pity, so it is, thatvillalfious saltpetre should be digged 
out of the bowels of the harmless earth, which many 
a good tall fellow has destroyed, with wounds and 
guns, and drums, Heav*n save the mark !" 

Lady Am. Indeed thou art tall, my cousin, and 
grown of comely stature. Our families have long 
been separated. 

Rover. They have — since Adam, I believe — [Aside.'] 
" Then, lady, let that sweet bud of love now ripen 
to a beauteous flower." 

Lady Am. Love I 

Raver. ** Excellent wench ! perdition catch my 
sool, but I do love thee, and when I love thee not, 
chaos b come ag^n.*' 

JLady Am. Thou art of an happy AV&po&\V\QTk« 

p 2 
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/2ot?er. " If I were now to die» 'twere now to be 
most happy." ** Let our senses dance in concert to 
the joyful ounutes» and this* and this, the only dis- 
cord make.'* lEmbraeinff. 

Enter Jane, with cake and wine. 

Jane. Ma*ani» an't please you, Mr, Zacbctriah bid 
jne 

Hover. ** Why, you &ncy yourself Cardinal Wol 
jsey in this family;" 

Jane. No, sir, Vm not Cardinal Wolsey, I*m only 
my lady's maid here — ^Jenoy Gammon, at your ser- 
vice. 

Rover. *^ A bowl of cream for your Catholic ma- 
jesty." 

Jane. Cream ! No, sir, it*8 wine and water, ^^ 

Rover. << You get no water, take the wine, great 
potentate." — [Gives Lady Amaranth a glass, 
then drinks,] 

Jane. Madam, my father begs leave — 

Rover. ** Go, go, thou shallow Pomona.." — [^Puts 
her out.] £h ! Zounds ! here's my manager. 

Enter Farmer Gammon and Lamp. 

F. Gam. I hope her ladyship hasn't found out 'twas 
I had Banks arrested. [Aside J] — ^Would your ladyship 
give leave for this here honest man and his comrades 
to act a few plays in the town, 'cause I've let'n my 
barn ; 'twill be some little help to me, my lady. 

Rover. My lady, I understand these affairs. Leave 
me to settle 'em. 

Lady Am. True ; these are delusions, as a womair, 
I understand not. But by my cousin's advice I will 
abide ; ask his permission. 

. F. Gam. So ; I must pay my respects to the young 
squire. [Aside.] An't please your honour, if a poor 
jaaa like me [Rows»] durst offer my hmnble duty — 
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Rover. Canal thou bow to a iragrant ? Eh, Little 
Hospitality ? 

[Farmer Gammon IooUm in hUface, andsneaksoff. 
. Lamp, Please your honour, if I may presume to 
hope youll be graciously pleased to take our little 
squad, under your honour*s protection — 

Racer. Ha! 

Lady Am. What say*st thou, Henry 1 

Rover. Ay, where's Henry \ Gradso ! True, that's 
me. Strange I should already forget my name, and 
not half an hour since I was christened ! [AsideJ] 
Harky ! do you play yourself? £h ! Ha ! Hem ! 
{Vapouring,'] fellow? 

Lamp. Yes, sir ; and, sir, I have just now engag- 
ed a new actor, Mr. Rover. Such an actor ! 

Rover, £h ! What ! you*ve engaged that-- what's 
his name. Rover ? If such is your best actor, you 
sha'n't have my permission. My dear madam, the 
worst fellow in the world. Get along out of town, 
or ril have all of you, man, woman, child, stick, rag, 
and fiddlestick, clapt into the whirligig. 

Lady Am. Good man, abide not here. 

Rover. £h ! What, my friend ? Now, indeed, if 
this new actor you brag of, this crack of your com- 
pany, was any thing like a gentleman— 

Lamp. fStore^.l It isn't ! • 

Rover. It is. My good fi^iend, if I was really the 
unfortunate poor strolling dog you thought me, I 
should tread your four boards, and crow the cock 
of your barn-door fowl ; but as fate has ordained 
that Fm a gentleman, and son to Sir — Sir-^what the 
devil's my father's name ? [Aside,'] You must be 
content to miirder Shakspeare without making me Ian 
accomplice. ' 

Lamp. But, my most gentle sir, I, and my treasurer. 
Trap, have trumpeted your fame ten miles round the 
country ; — the bills are posted, the stage built, the 
candles booked, fiddles engaged ; all oYi t\i^ \.\^-W^ 
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of expectation. We should have to-morrow night an 
overflow, ay, thirty pounds. Dear, worthy sir, yoa 
wou'dn*t go to ruin a whole community and their fyr 
miiies that now depend only on the exertion of your 
brilliant talents ? 

Rover. £h ! I never was uniform but in one max- 
im ; that is, though I dio little |^ood, to hurt nobody 
but myself. 

Lady Am. Since thou hast promised, much as I 
prize my adherence to those customs in which I was 
brought up, thou shalt not sully thy honour by a 
breach of thy word. Play, if it can bring goocl to 
these people. 

Rover. Shall I ? 

Lady Am. This falleth out well ; fori have biddea 
all the gentry round unto my honse-warming, and 
these pleasantries may afford them a cheerful and 
innocent entertainment. 

Rover. True, my lady ; your guests ar'n't quakere 
though you are ; and when we ask people to our 
house, we study to please them, not ourselves. But 
if we do furbish a play or two, the muses sha'n't ho- 
nour that churlish fellow's barn. No ; the god, that 
illumines the soul of genius,, should never visit the 
iron door of inhumanity. No Gammon's barn- for 
me I — 

Lady Am. Bam ! no ; that gallery shall be thy thea« 
tre ; and in spite of the grave doctrines of Ephraim 
Smooth, my friends and I will behold and rejoice in 
thy pranks, my pleasant cousin. 

Rover. My kind, my charming lady ! Hey, bright- 
en up« bully Lamp, carpenters, tailor, manager, dis«> 
tribute your box tickets for my lady's gsdlery. 
♦' Come, gentle coz," 

^ The actors are at hand, and by their show 
You shall know all 
7bat you are like to know." [ExevnU 
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SCENE II. 



ne Inn. 



Enter Harry and Midgb. 

Harry. Though I went back to Portsmouth aca- 
demy with a contrite hearty to continue my studies, 
yet, £rom my father's angry letter, I dread a woeful 
storm at our first meeting. I fancy the people at 
this inn don't recollect me; it reminds me of my 
pleasant friend, poor Jack Rover — I wonder where 
be is now. 

Midge. And brings to my memory a certain stray 
vaguing acquaintance of mine, poor Dick Buskin. 

Harry. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Then I desire, sir, you'll 
turn Dick Buskin again out of your memory. 

Midge. Can't, sir. The dear, good-natured, wicked 
son of a beg your honour's pardon. 

Harry. Oh, but. Midge, you must, as soon as I'm 
dressed, step out and enquire whose house is this my 
Other's at ; I did not think he had any acquaintance 
in this part of the country. Sound what humour he's 
in, and how the land lies, before I venture in his 
presence. [Exeunt. 

Enter Sir George Thukder, agitated, and 

Landlord. 

Sir. Geo* I can hear nothing of these deserters ; 
yet, by my first intelligence, they'lLnot venture up 
to London. They must still be lurking about the 
country. Landlord, have any suspicious persons put 
in at your hoiise ? 

Jjand. Yes, sir ; now and then. 

Sir Geo. ^unds ! what do you do with them? 

Land, Wh^, sir^ when a man ca\U fot Xv^ot. 
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that I think has no money, I make him pay before- 
hand. 

Sir Geo. Damn your liquor, you self-interested 
porpoise ! Chatter yonr own private concerns, when 
the public good, or fear of general calamity, should 
be the only compass ! These fellows, that l*m in pur- 
suit of, have run from their ships ; if our navy's ua- 
mann'd, what becomes of you and your house, you 
dunghill cormorant ? 

Land, This is a very abusive sort of a gentleman i 
but he has a full pocket, or he wou*dn*t be so saucy. 
lAside.] [Exit. 

Sir Geo. Tliis rascal, I believe, doesn't know Vm 
Sir George Thunder. Winds, still variable^ blow iny 
affairs right athwart each other. — ^To know what's 
become of my funagate son Harry, — ^and there my 
rich lady niece, pressing and squeezing up the nobl^ 
plumage of our illustrious family in her little mean 
qiiaker bonnet. But I must up to town after — 'Sblood^ 
when I catch my son Harry I — Ob, hcre^s John 
Dory. 

Enter JoHN Dory. 

Have you taken the places in the London coach for 
me? 

John. Hahoy ! your honour, is that yourself? 

Sir Geo. No, Fm beside myself — heard any thing 
•of my son ? — 

John. What's o'clock ? 

Sir Geo. What do you talk of clocks or time- 
pieces — All glasses, reck'ning, and log-line, ai*e run 
mad with me. 

John. If it's two, your son is at this moment vHdk« 
ing with Lady Amaranth in her garden. 

Sir Geo. With Lady Amaranth ! 

John. If half after, they're cast anchor to rest 
themselves amongst the posies ; if three, they're got 
tip agaia ; if four, they're picking a bit of oramm'd 
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fowl ; and, if half after, they're picking their teeth, 
and cnu^ng waloiits over a bottle of Calcavella. 

Sir Geo. My son ! my dear friend, where did you 
find him? ' 

Jokn* Why, I found him where he was, and I left 
him where he is. 

Sir Geo, What, and he came to Lady Ama- 
ranth's ? 

John. No; but I brought him there from this 
house, in her ladyship's chariot. I won't tell him 
Master Harry went amongst the players, or he'd 
■e?er foj^ve him. [Ande]* Oh ! such a merry, 
cifil, crazy, crack-brain ! "The very picture of your 
honour. 

Sir Qeo. Ha I ha I ha ! What, he's in high spirits ? 
ha I ba ! ha ! the dog ! [Jo^ully] But I hope he's 
had diaefetion enough to throw a little gravity over 
ha mad haniour, before his prudent cousin ? 
. JUbi. He threw himself on his knees before her, 
and that did quite as well. 

Sir Geo. Ha ! ha ! ha ! made love to her already ! 
Oh, the impudent, the cunning villain ! What, and 
nat be he---{ With great gke,] 

Jokm» Indeed he did give her a smack. 

Sir Oeo. Me ! ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Join. Oh, he's your's I a chip of the old block. 

Sir Geo. Heia! beisl ha! ha! ha! 

Jokm. Ob, he threw his arms around her as eager 
u I would to catch a falling decanter of Madeira. 

Sir Geo. Hussa! victoria! Here will be a junc- 
tioa ef bouDcifig estates ! but confound the money. 
John, vou shall have a bowl for a jolly-boat to swim 
is ; roll in here a puncheon of rum, a hogshead of 
•ugar, shake an orchard of oranges, and let the land- 
ed drain his fish-pond yonder. [Singi.] " A bum- 
per ! a bumper of good liquor,'* &c. 

John. Then, my good master. Sir George, FU or- 
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der a bowl in, since yoo are in the humour iot it 

" Well dance a little, and sing a little." [SingtTig.ZZ 

[Exit— 
Sir Geo, And so the wild rogue is this instant rat — 
tling up her prim ladyship. £h, isn't this he? Leffii 
her already ! 

Enter Harry. 

Harry. I must have forgot my cane in this room — • 
My father! £h ! Zounds! 

iSir Geo. [Looks at his watch.'] Just half after four ! 
Why, Harry, you've made great haste in cracking 
your walnuts ! 

Harry. Yes ; he's heard of my frolics with the 
players i [Aside.] Dear father, if you'll but for- 
give— 

Sir Geo. Why, indeed, Harry, you've acted very 
bad. 

Harry., Sir, it should be considered I was but a 
novice. 

Sir Geo. However, I shall think of nothing now 
but your benefit. 

Harry. Very odd his approving of — [Aside."] I 
thank you, sir, but, if agreeable to you, I've done 
with benefits. 

Sir Geo. If I wasn't the best of fathers, you might 
indeed hope none from me ; but no matter, if you 
can but get the /atV quaker. 

Harry. Or the humours of the navy, sir ? 

Sir Geo. What? how dare you reflect on the hu- 
mours of the navy ? The navy has very good hu- 
mours, or Fd never see your dog's face again, you 
villain I But I'm cool. What, eh, boy, a snug, easy 
chariot ? 

Harry. Vl\ order it. Waiter, desire my fatherV 
carriage to draw up. [CalU.. 

Sir Geo. Mine, you rogue ! I've none heane» I 
mean Lady Amaranth's. ^ 
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Hamf, Yes, sir; Lady Amaranth's chariot I 

8Sr Geo. What are you at? I mean that which you 
left this house in. 

Harry. Chariot, sir I 1 left this house on foot. 

Sir Geo. What, with John Dory ? 

Harry. No, sir, with Jack Rover. 

Sir Geo. Why, John has been a rover, to be sure ; 
but now he's settled, since I've made him my valet 
de chambre. 

Harry. Make him your valet ! Why, sir, where 
did you meet him ? 

Sir Geo. Zounds t I met him on board, and I met 
hbn on shore, and in the cabin, steerage, gallery, and 
forecasUe. He sailed round the world with roe. 

Harry. Strange this» sir ! certainly I understood 
he had been in the East Indies ; but he never told 
me he even knew you ; bat, indeed, he knew me only 
by the name of Dick Buskin. 

Sir Geo. Then how came he to bring you to Lady 
Amaranth's ? 

Harry. Bring me where 1 

Sir Geo. Answer me. Ar'n't you now com% from 
her ladyship's? 

Harry. [Stares."] Me? Not I. 

Sir Geo. Ha ! this is a lie of John's, to enhance 
his own services. Then you have not been there ? 

Harry. There ! I don't know where you mean, 
mt. 

Sir Geo. Yes ; 'tis all a brag of John's, but Til — 

Enter John Dory. 

John. The rum and sugar is ready ; but as for the 
fish-pond — 

S&r Geo. I'll kick \ou into it, you thirsty old 
grampus. 

E 
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John. Will you ? Then 1*11 make a ^mical roaaled 
orange. 

Sir Geo. How dare you say you brought my son 
to Lady Amaranth's ? 

John. And who says I did not ? 

Sir Geo. He that best should know ; only Dick 
Buskin here. 

John. Then Dick Buckskin might find some other 
amusement than shooting off his guns here. 

Sir Geo. Did you bring my son to Lady Ama- 
ranth's in her chariot ? 

John. And to be sure I did. 

Sir Geo, There, what do you say to that? 

Harry. I say it's false. 

John. False ! Shiver my hulk, Mr. Buckskin, if yoi^ 
wore a lion's skin Fd curry you for this. 

[Exit in a rage. 

Sir Geo. No, no, John's honest ; I see through it 
now. The puppy has seen her : perhaps he has the 
impudence not to like her, and so blows up this con- 
fusion and perplexity, only to break off a marriage 
that IVe set my heart on. 

Harry. What does he mean ? Sir, FU assure you — 

Sir Geo* Damn your assurance, you disobedient, 
ungrateful — Fll not part with you till I confront you 
with lady Amaranth herself, &ce to face ; and» if I 
prove you've been deceiving me, Fll launch you in- 
to the wide ocean of life, without rudder, compass, 
grog, or tobacco. [Exeunt. 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I. 



Ladt Amaranth's House. 



Enter Ladt Amaranth, reading. 

Lady Am, The fanciful flights of my pleasant 
cousin enchant my senses. This book he gave me to 
read containeth good moraL The man Shakspeare, 
that did write it, they call immortal ; he must indeed 
have been filled with a divine spirit. I understand, 
from my cousin, the origin of plays were religious 
mysteries ; that, freed from the superstition of early, 
and the grossness of latter, ages, the stage is now the 
vehicle of delight and morality. If so, to hear a good 
pkty, is taking the wholesome draught of precept 
from a golden cup, embossed with gems ; yet, my 
giring countenance to have one in my house, and 
c?en to act in it myself, prove the ascendency, that 
my dear Harry hath over my heart — Ephraim Smooth 
b much scandalized at these doings. 

£7ifer Ephraim. 

Eph. This mansion is now the tabernacle of Baal. 

Lady Am. Then abide not in it. 

Eph. Tis full of the wicked ones. 

Lady Am, Stay not amongst the wicked ones. 

[Loud laughing without, 
Eph. I must shut mine ears. 
Lady Am, And. thy mouth also, good Ephraim. 
I have bidden my cpusin Henry to my house> and I 
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will not set bounds to his mirth, to gratify thy spleenj 
and show mine own inhospitality. 

Eph. Why dost thou suffer him to put into the 
hands of thy servants books of tragedies, and books 
of comedies, prelude, interlude, yea, all lewd. My 
spirit doth wax wratl\. I say unto thee, a playhouse 
is the school for the old dragon, and a playbook the 
primmer of Belzebub. 

Lady Am* This is .one, mark ! [Rea^.l *' Not the 
king's crown, nor the deputed sword, the marshal's 
truncheon, nor the judge's robe, become them with 
one half so good a grace as mercy, doth. Oh, think 
on that, and mercy will then breathe within your 
lips, like man new made !" — Doth Belzebub speak 
such words ? 

Eph. Thy kinsman hath made all thy servants 
actors. 

Lady Am. To act well is good service. 

Eph. Here Cometh the damsel for whom my heart 
yearneth. 

Enter Jane, reading a paper, joyfully. 

Jane. Oh, ma'am, his honour the 'squire says the 
play's to be " As you like it." 

Eph. I like it not. 

Jane. He's given me my character. I'm to be 
Miss Audrey, and brother Sim's to be William of 
the forest, as it were* But how am I to get my part 
by heart ? 

Lady Am. By often reading it. 

Jane. Well, I don't know but that's as good as 
any other. But I must study my part. ** The gods 
give us joy.*' [Exit. 

Eph. Thy maidens skip like young kids. 

Lady Am. Then do thou go skip with them. 

Eph. Mary, thou shou'dst be obeyM in thine owi^ 
house^ and I will do thy bidding. 
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Ladu Am. Ah> thou hypocrite ! To obey is easy, 
when tne heart commands. 

Enter Rover, pushing hy Ephraim. 

Rover, Oh, my charming cousin ! how agree you 
and Rosalind ! Are you almost perfect ? " £h, what 
all a-mort, old Clytus ?" " Why, you're like an angry 
fiend, broke in among the laughing gods." — ^Come, 
confe. 111 have nothing here, but <' quips and cranks, 
and wreathed smiles, such as dwell on Hebe's cheek." 

[Looking at Lady Amaranth. 

Lady Am. He says we mustn't have this amuse- 
ment. 

Rover:' " But Fm a voice potential, double as the 
Duke's, and I say we must.'* 

Eph. Nay. 

Rbver. Yea: " By Jupiter, I swear, ay." 

[Music without. 

Eph. I must shut my ears. The man of sin rub- 
beth the hair of the horse to the bowels of the cat. - 

Enter Lamp, with a Violih, 

Lamp. Now, if agreeable to your ladyship, we'll, 
go over your song. 
Eph. I will go over it. 

[Snatches the book from Lady Amaranth, 
throws it on the ground, and steps on it.' 
Rover. Trample on Shakspeare ! " You sacrilegi- 
ous thief, that, from a shelf the precious diadem stole, 
and put it in thy pocket !" [Takes up the book, and 
presents it again to Lady Amaranth;] Silence, 
" thou owl of Crete," and the " Cuckoo's song." 
Lady Am. To practise it I'm content. * 
[if AMP begins to play. EvnB.AiM jostles him 
and puts him out of tune. 
Lamp. Why, what's that for, my dear sir ? 
Eph. Friend, this is a land of freedom, and I've 

E 2 
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as much right to move my dbow ai thou hast U 
move thine. [Rover jnuAe* him.} Why do^t Aou sc 
friend ? 

Rover: Friend, this is a land of freedom, and I hav( 
as much right to move my elbow as thou hasttc 
move thine. [Mimieking, shove$ Ephraim out 

La<fy Am. But, Harry, do your people otfashion 
act these follies themselves ? 

Rwer. Ay, and scramble for the top parts as earn 
as for star, ribband, place, or pension. Lamp, de- 
corate the seats out smart and theatrical, and drill 
the servants that I v^ given the small parts to«— 

[Exit LAMPi 

Ladfy Am. I wished for some entertainment, (in 
which gay people now take delight,) to please those 
I have invited ; but well convert these follies into a 
charitable purpose. Tickets for this day shall be 
delivered unto my friends gratis ; but money to theii 
amount, I will, from my own purse (after rewarding 
our assistants) distribute amongst the indigent of the 
village. Thus, whilst we please ourselves, and, per- 
haps, amuse our friends, we shall make the ])ooi 
happy. . [Exit 

Rover. An angel ! If Sir George doesnH soon ar- 
rive, to blow me, I may, I think, marry her aagdic 
ladyship ; but will that be honest? She*s nobly born, 
though I suspect I had ancestors too, if I knew who 
they were. I certainly entered this house the poorest 
wight in England, and what must she imagine when 
I am discovered ? That I am a scoundrel ; and, con- 
sequently, though I should possess her hand and for- 
tune, instead of loving, she*ll despise me^-i— -[Sb'^i 
down.} I want a friend now, to consult-^eceive hei 
I will not. Poor Dick Buskin wants' money more 
than myself, yet this is a measure Vm sure he'd scorn. 
No, noj I must not. — 
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Enier Harrt. 

Harry. Now I hope my passionate father will be 
eonvmoed that this is the first time I ever was under 
this roof. £h, what beau is here ? Astonishing ! 
My old strolling friend ! 

[ Unperenvtdt riU by R o ver. 

Raver. Heigho ! I don't know what to do. 

Htarry. \Jn the tame lose.] ** Nor what to say." 

Rover. [TurM ] Dick Buskin I My dear fellow ! 
Ha ! ha ! ha ! Talk of the devil, and — I was just 
thinking ol yon-^^Ton my soul, Dick, Fm so happy 
to see you ! [Shaket hand* cordially. 

Htarry. But, Jax;k, eh, perhaps you found me out ? 

Rover. Found you ! Vtot sure 1 wonder how the 
deuce you found me out. Ah, the news of my in- 
tended play has brought you. 

Harry. He does'nt know as yet who I am ; so 1*11 
carry it on. [Aside."] Then you too have broke your 
engagement with Truncheon, at Winchester ; figur- 
ing it away in your stage clothes too. Really, tell 
us what yon are at here. Jack ? 

Rover. Will you be quiet with your Jacking ? I'm 
now 'Squire Harry. 

Harry. What? 

Rover. Fve been pressed into this service by an 
old man of war, who found me at the inn, and, in- 
sisting I am son to a Sir George Thunder, here, in 
that character, I flatter myself I have won the heart 
of the charming lady of this house. 

Harry. Now the mystery's out. Then it*s my friend 
Jack has been brought here for me ! [AndeJ] Do yon 
know the young gentleman they take you for ? 

Rover. No : Imt I flatter myself he is honoured in 
his representative. 

Harry. Upon my soul. Jack, you're a very high 
fellow. 

Rover, I am> now I can put some pounds in yo^te 
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pockets ; you shall be employed — ^weVe getting up 
*' A» you like it J* Let*s see, in the cast have I a part 
for you ? — in take Touchstone from Lamp, you shall 
have it, my boy ; Fd resign Orlando to you with any 
other Rosalind ; bat the lady of the mansion plays it 
herself, you rogue. 

. Harry. The very' lady my father intended for me. 
[Aside J] Do you love her, Jack I 

Rover. To distraction ; but Til. not have her. 

Harry. No ! Why ? 

Rover. She thinks me a gentleman, .and 111 nol 
convince her I am a rascal. 1*11 go on with our play; 
as the produce is appropriated to a good purpose^ 
and then lay down tny 'squireship, bid adieu to my 
heavenly Rosalind, and exit for ever from, her house, 
poor Jack Rover. > 

Harry. The generous fellow I ever thought him I 
and he sha*n*t lose by it. If I could make him* be- 
lieve — lAside.'i Well, this is the most whimsical af- 
fair ! You've anticipated, superseded me, ha ! ha J 
ha ! Youll iscarce believe that I*m come here too (pur« 
posely though) to pass myself for this young Henry. 

Rover. No.! 

Harry. I am. 

Sir Geo. [Without. "] Harry, where are .you? 

Rover. £h ! who's that? 

Harry. Ah ! ah ! ah ! Ill try it ; my fathen will 
be cursedly vexed ; but no other way. [Aside. 

Rover. Somebody called Harry — Zounds ! « if the 
real Simon Pure'* should be arrived, I*m in a Rne way ! 
' Harry. Be quiet — that's my confederate. 

Rover. Eh! 

Harry. He's to personate the father, Sir George* 
He started tlie scheme, having heard that a union was 
intended, and Sir George not immediately expected 
•r-our plan, is, if I can, before his arrival, jQourish 
myself into the lady'.s good graces, and whip her up; 
4S she's m heiress. 
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Rm9er% JM who is thU comrade T 

Harry. One of our company » a devilish good actor 
iatbe.okl man. 

Rover. So you're turned fortune-hunter ! Oh, oh ! 
then 'twas on thb plan that you parted with me on 
the road, standing like a finger post, ** you walk up 
that way, and I must walk down this." [Mimick*.] 
Why, Dick, I did*nt know you were half so capital 
a. rogue. 

Harry. I did'nt know my forte lay. that way, till 
persuaded hy this experienced stager, 

Rtmer. He must he an impudent old scoundrel ; 
who is he? Do I not know him? 

Harry. Why, no — I hope not. Mnefo. 

Roter. rU step down stairs, and have Ae nonour 
of—Fll kick him. 

Harry. Stop ! No, I wouldn't have him hurt nei* 
ther. 

Aorer. What's his name ? 

Harry. His name is — is — Abrawang. 

Rover. Abrawang ! Abrawang I I never beard of 
bim ; but, Dick, why would you let him persuade yon 
to such a scandalous affair f 

Harry. Why faith, I would have been off it ; but 
when once he takes a project into his head, the devil 
himself can't drive him out of it. 

Raver. Yes ; but the constable may drive him into 
Winchester gaol. 

Harry. Eh ! your opinion of our intended exploit 
has made me ashamed of myself — Ha ! ha I ha I 
Harkey, Jack, to frighten and punish my adviser, do 
you still keep on your character of young 'Squire 
Thunder — you can easily do that, as he, no more 
than myself, has ever seen the young gentleman. 

Rover. But by Heavens I'll — *< Quoit him down, 
9ardolph«'' 

Harry. Yes ; but, Jack, if you can marry her, her 



i 
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fortune is a snng^ thing: besides, if you love each 
other^I tell you — 

Raver. Hang, her fortune ! ** My kve^more noble 
than the world, prises not quantity of dirty lands."* 
Oh, Dick, she^s the most lovely — she is female beau- 
ty in its genuine decoration ! {Exit, 

Harry ^ Ha ! ha I ha I this is the drollest— Ilover 
little suspects that I am the identical Squire Thun- 
der that he personates — III lend him my character 
a little longer. Yes, this offers a most excellent op- 
portunity of making my poor firiend^s fortune, without 
injuring any body; if possible, he shall have her. I 
can*t regret the loss of charms I never knew ; and> 
as for an estate, my father's is competent to all my 
wishes. Lady Amaranth, by marrying Jack Rover, 
will gain a man of honour, which she might miss in 
an earl — it may tease my father a little at first, but 
he's a good old fellow in the main ; and, I think, when 
he comes to know my motive — £h I this must be she 
— an elegant woman, faith ! Now for a spanking lie, 
to continue her in the belief that Jack is the man 
she thinks him. 

Enter Lady Amaranth. 

Lady Am. Who art thou, friend ? 

Harry. Madam, I've scarce time to warn you 
against the danger you are in, of being imposed upon 
by your uncle. Sir George. 

Lady Am, How ? 

Harry. He has heard of your ladyship's partiality 
for his son ; but is so incensed at the irregularity of 
his conduct, he intends, if possible, to disinherit him ; 
and, to prevent your honouring him with your hand, 
had- engaged, and brought me hither, to pass me on 
you for him, designing to treat the poor young gen- 
tleman himself as an impostor, in hopes you'll banisli 
him your heart and house. . 
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Lad^ Am. Is Sir George such a parent? I thank 
thee for thy caution — What is thy name ! 

Harry. Richard Buskin, nia*am ; the stage is my 
profession. Iq the young squire's late excursion, we 
contracted an intimacy^ and I saw so many good qua- 
lities VBk him, that I could not think of being the in- 
strument of his ruin, nor deprive your ladyship of 
80 good .a husband, as I am certain he'll make you. 

Ijadhf Am. Then Sir George intends to disown 
him? 

Harry, Yes, ma'am ; I've this moment told the 
young gentleman of it ; and he's determined, ibr a 
jest, to return the compliment by seeming to treat 
Sir George himself as au impostor. 

Lady Am. Ha I ha ! ha ! 'twill be a just retalia- 
tion, indeed, what my uncle deserveth for his cruel 
mteotions both to his son and me. 

Sir Geo. [Without, 1 What, has he run away 
again? 

Lady Am. That's mine uncle. 

Harry, Yes ; here's my father ; and my standing 
out diat I am not his son, will rouse him into the heat 
of battle, ha ! ha ! ha ! [Aside.] Here he is, madam ; 
sow mind how he will dub me 'squire. 

Lady Am, It's well I'm prepared, or I might have 
believed him. 



Enter Sir George. 

Sir Geo. Well, my lady, wasn't it my wild rogue 
set you to all the Calcavella capers you've been out- 
ting in. the garden ? You see here I have brought him 
into the line of battle again — you villain, why do you 
drop astern there ? Throw a salute shot, buss her bob- 
stays, bring to, and come down straight as a. mast, 
you dog. 

Lady Am. Uncle, who Is this ? 
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Sir Geo. Who is he ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! Gad, that's 
an odd question to the fellow that has been cracking 
your' walnuts* 

Lady Am. He is bad at his lesson. 

Sir Oeo. Certainly, when he ran from school — why' 
don't you speak, you lubber ? you*re curst modest 
now, but before I came, 'twas all done- amongst 
the posies — Here, my lady, take from a father's hand, 
Harry Thunder. 

Lady Am. That is what I may not. 

Sir Oeo There, I thought you'd disgust her, you 
flat fish ! 



Enter Rover. 

Lady Am. [Taking Rover's hand*'] Here, take 
from my hand, Harry Thunder. 

jSiiV Geo. Eh ! [Starting at Rover.] 

Rover, £h ! Oh 1 this is your sham Sir George ? 

[Apart. 

Harry. Yes ; I've been telling the lady, and she'll 
seem to humour him. 

Rover. I sha'n't though. [ToHarry.] How do 
you do, Abrawang ! 

Sir Oeo. Abrawang ! 

Rover. You look like a good actor. — Ay, that's 
very well, indeed — never lose sight of your character 
— ^you know. Sir George is. a noisy, turbulent, wick- 
ed old seaman — Angry! bravo! — pout your under 
lip, purse your brows — very well I But, dem it, Abra- 
wang, you should have put a little red upon your 
nose — mind a rule, ever play an angry old man with 
a red nose* 

Sir Oeo. Nose ! [ Walks about in a passion. 

Rover. Very well ! that's fight ! strut About on your 
little pegs. 

Sir Geo. I'm in such a fury !. 



SCENfi U\ WILD OAT8. 01 

Rocer. We know that. Your fignre is the most 
h&{^y comedy squab 1 ever saw : why, only show 
yourself, and you set the aodienoe in a roar. 

Sir Geo. 'Sblood and fire I 

Rover. '* Keep it up, I like fun !' ' 

LadffAm* Who ip this ? 

[To Sir George, pointing at Roter. 

Sir Geo. Some puppy unknown. 

Lady Am. And you don*t know this gentleman ? 
[ To Rover, point» to Sir George. 

Rover. Excellently well ; « He*s a fishmonger.'* 

Sir Geo. A what ? 

Lady Am. Yes, father and son are determined not 
to know each other. You know this youth ! 

[To ROVKR. 

Rover. [To Harry.] '* My friend Horatio."— 
" I wear him in my heart's core, yea, in my heart of 
bearts, as I do thee.** [Embraciuff. 

Sir Geo. Such freedom with my neice before my 
face ! Do you know that lady, do you know my son, 
sir ? 

Rover. Be quiet. ** Jafiier has discovered the 
pk>t, and yon can't deceive the senate." 

Harry. Yes, my conscience wou'dn't let me carry 
it through. 

Rover. ** Ay, his conscience, hanging about the 
neck of his heart, says good Launcelot, and good 
Gobbo, as aforesaid, good Launcelot Gobbo, take to 
thy heels, and run." 

Sir Geo. Why, my lady ! explain, scoundrel, and 
puppy unknown. 

Lady Am. Unde, I've heard thy father was kind 
to thee ; return that kindness to thy child. If the 
lamb in wanton play doth fall among the waters, the 
shepherd tak«th hfan out, instead of plunging him 
deeper, ttll he dieth. Though thy hairs now be grey, 
I'm told they were once flaxen ; in short, he is too 
old in fiifly, who cannot excuse it In youth. [Exit. 
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Sir Geo^ Fm aa ,old fool ! Well» that's damned 
civil of YOU, madam mece, and Fm a grey shepherd/ 
— ^with her Yisions, and her vines, and her iambs in 
a ditch ; but as for you, young Mr. Goat, Fll butt 
you 

Rover. My dear Abrawang, give up the game — 
her ladyship, in seeming to take you for her uncle, 
has been only humming you ! What the devil, 'dbn*t 
you think the fine creature knows her own true-bom 
uncle ? 

Sir Geo. Certainly ; ^tp be sure she knows me. 

Rover. Will you have done? Zounds, man, my 
honoured father was here himself to-day — Her lady- 
ship knows his person. 

^tV Geo. Your honoured father ! and who's your 
honoured self? 

Rover. "Now byjny father*s son, and that's my- 
self, it shall be sun, moon, or Cheshire cheese — be- 
fore 1 budge — still crossed and crossed/' 

Sir Geo. What do you bawl out to me of a Che- 
shire cheese, I say — 

Rover. " And I say, as the saying is" — your friend 
Dick has told me all ; but to convince you of my for- 
giveness, in our play, as you're rough and tough, 111 
cast you Charles the Wrestler, I do Orlando ; Fll 
kick up your heels before the whole court. 

Sir Geo. Why, dam'me, Fll i- And you, you un- 
dutiful chick of an old pelican — 

[Lifting up his cane to strike Harry. 



Enter John, who receives the blow. 



John, Want are you at here ? cudgellbg the peo- 
ple about ? But, Mr. Buckskin, Fve a word to say to 
you in private. 

Sir Geo. Buckskin ; take that. IBeats him. 
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JEnier Lamp» Trap, and two female Servants. 

Lamp. ** All the world's a stage, and all the meu 

auid women" • 

Sir Geo. The men are rogues, and the women hus- 
sies — ^111 make a clear stage. 
[BeaU them off—amongst the rest, strikes RovBR. 
Raoer. ** A blow I Essex, a blow !" — An old ras- 
cally impostor stigmatizing me with a blow — no, I 
must not put up with it. — Zounds ! I shall be tweak- 
ed by the nose all round the country — 111 follow him. 
— " Strike me ! so may this arm dash him to the 
earth, like a dead dog despised — blindness and le- 
prosy, lameness and lunacy, pride, shame, and the 
name of villain light on me, if I don't'' bang — Mr. 
Abrawang. [£a;z7. 

SCENE II. 

Another Apartment. 

Enter Lady Amaranth and Banks. 

Banks. Madam, I could have paid the rent of my 
little cottage, but I dare say 'twas without your la- 
dyship's knowledge, that your steward has turned 
me out, and put my neighbour in possession. 

Lady Am. My steward oppress the poor ! I did 
not know it indeed. 

Banks. The pangs of adversity I could bear ; but 
the innocent partner of my misfortunes, my unhappy 
sister — 

Lady Am, I did desire Ephraim to send for thy 
sister — Did she dwell with thee, and both now with- 
out a home ? Let her come to mine. 

Banks. The hand of misery hath struck us beneath 
your notice. 
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Lady Am. Thou dost miitake-— T6 need my atsist- 
ance is the highest claim to my attendon : let me see 
her. [Exit Banu.] t could chide myself that these 
pastimes have turned my eye from the house of woe. 
Ah ! think, ye proud and lutppy affluent, how many, 
in your dancing moments, pine in want, drink the 
salt tear ; their morsel, the br«ul of misery, and shriak- 
ing from the cold blast into their cheerless hoi^ds I 

Enter Banks, kadinjf in Ameua. 

Banks. Madam, my sister. [Baw$ and reiir^g. 

Lady Am. Thou art welcome— I feel myself inter- 
ested in thy concerns. 

Amelia. Madam! 

Lady Am. I judge, thou wert not always unhap- 
py.-* Tell me thy condition, then 1 shall better know 
now to serve thee. Is thy brother thy sole kindred ? 

Amelia. I had a husband and a son. 

Lady Am. A widow ! If it recall not images thou 
wouldst forget, impart to me thy story — ^'Tis ru- 
moured in the village, thy brother is a clergyman — 
tell me. 

Amelia. Madam, he was ; but he has lost his early 
patron, and is now poor and unbeneficed. 

Lady Am. But thy husband — 

Amelia. By this brother's advice, now twenty years 
since, I was prevailed on to listen to the addresses of 
a young sea officer, (for my brother has been a chap- 
lain in the navy) but to our surprise and mortification, 
we discovered, by the honesty of a sailor, in whom he 
put confidence, that the captain* s design was only to 
decoy me into a seeming marriage : he ordered him 
to procure a counterfeit clergyman ; our humble 
friend, instead of us, put the deceit upon his master, 
by concealing from him that my brother was in or- 
ders ; he, flattered with the hopes of procuring me 
an establishment, gave into the supposed imposture, 
and performed the ceremony. 
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Ladu Am. Duplicity^ even with a good intent, b 
ill. 

Amelia, Madam, the event has justified your cen- 
sure ; for my husband, not knowing himself really 
bound by any legal tie, abandoned me — I followed 
him to the Indies^ distracted, still seeking him — I 
left my infant at one of our settlements ; but, after a 
fruitless pursuit, on my return, 1 found the friend, to 
whose care I had committed my child, was compel- 
led to retire from the ravages of. war, but where I 
could not learn. Rent with agonizing pangs, now 
without child or husband, I again saw England, and 
my brother ; who, wounded with remorse, for being 
the cause of my misfortunes, secluded himself from 
the joys of social life, and invited me to partake the 
comforts of solitude in that . humble asylum, from 
whence we've both just now been driven. 

Lady Am. My pity can do thee no good, yet I pity 
thee ; but as resignation to what must be may restore 
peace, if my means can procure thee comfort, they 
are at thy [[Measure. Come, let thy griefs subside ; 
instead of thy cottage, accept, thou and thy brother, 
every convenience Uiat my mansion can afford. 

Amelia. Madam, I can only thank you Mrith 

[ Weepg. 

Lady Am. My thanks are here — Come, thou shalt 
be cheerftil. I will introduce thee to my sprightly 
cousin Harry, and his father, my humourous uncle ; 
we have delights going forward that may amuse thee, 

AmeUa. Kind lady ! 

Lady Am. Come, smile — ihouglj a quaker, thou 
seest I am merry — the sweetest joy of wealth and 
power is to cheer another's drooping heart, and wipe 
from the pallid cheek the tear of sorrow. \Exennt. 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 



8CBNB U 



A Road. 



Enter Three Buffiams, dressed as Sailors. 

1st Ruff. Welly now» whafs to be done ? 

9>nd Ruff, Why, weVe beeo long upon our shifts, 
and after all our tricks, twists, and turns, as London 
was then too hot for us, our tramp to Portsmouth was 
a hit. 

3rd Ruff. Ay, but since the cash we touched, upon 
pretending to be able-bodied seamen, is now come 
to the last shilling, as we have deserted, means of a 
fresh supply, to take us back to London, must b« 
thought on, 

2nd Rtff. Ay, how to recruit the pocket without 
hazarding the neck. 

1st Ruff. By an advertisement posted on the stocks 
yonder, there are collectors upon this road ; thirty 
guineas are offered by the quaker lady, owner of the 
estate round here ; 1 wish we could snap any strag- 
gler to bring before her. A quaker will only require 
a yea for an oath-*— we might sack these thirty gui-. 
neas. 

2nd Ruff. Yes, but we must take care ; if we fall 
into the hands of this gentleman that's in pursuit of 
us — *Sdeath, isn't that bis man, the old boatswain ? 

1st Ruff. Don't run, I think we three are a match 
for him. 
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2nd Ruff. Instantly pnt on your cbaraeten <^ sai- 
km ; we may get something out ai him ; a pitifiil 
story makes such an impression on the soft heart of 
a true tar» that he*li open his hard hand» and drop 
you his last gninea-^If we can but make him believe 
we were preued, we have him ; only mind me. 

Enter John Dory« 

John. To rattle my lantern. Sir George's temper 
now always blows a hurricane. 
%Hd Ruff. What cheer ? [To John. 

John. Ha hoy I 

^rd Ruff. Bob» np with your speaking trumpet. 
Sail Ruff. Do you see, brother, this is the thiDg — 

Enter Sir George, at tkebackt unperceived. 

Sir Geo. If these should be my deserters. [Aside* 

Ist Ruff. We three hands, just come home after 
a long voyage, were pressed in the river, and without 
letting us see our fnends, brought round to Ports-* 
mouth, and there we entered freely, 'cause why ? — 
we had no choice ; then we run. We hear some 
gentleman is in chase of ns, so, as the shot are all 
out, we'll surrender, 

John. Surrender ! Oh then you*ve no shot left in- 
deed — ^let's see. [Feeb his pocket.} I haVn't the load* 
ing of a gun about me now, and tiiis same monsieur 
Poverty is a bitter bad enemy. 

Sir Geo. They are the deserters that I have been 
after ! {Aside. 

John* Meet me in an hour's time in thefittie wood 
yonder ; I'll raise a wind to blow yon into safe lati- 
tude—keep out to sea, my master's the rock you'll 
certainly split upon. 

tndRuff. This if the first time we ever saw yon { 
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but we'll steer by your chart, for I ilever knew one 
seaman to betray another. [Exeunt Ruffians. 

Sir Geo. Then they have been pressed — I can't 
blame them so much for running away. 

John. Yes, Sir George would certainly hang them. 

Sir Geo. I wou*dn% they shall eat beef, aiHl driDk 
the king*s health — run and tell them so— stop, IH 
tell them myself. 

John. Why, now you are yourself, and a kind, 
good gentleman, as you used to be. 

Sir Geo, Since these idle rogues are inclined to re-, 
turn to their duty, they sha*n't want sea store — take 
them this money — but bold — Fll meet them myself, 
and advise them as I would my children. 

[Exeunt ueveraU^. 

SCENE II. 

A Wood. 

Enter Rover, in his first clothes^ greatly agitated^ 

with pistols. 

Rover. Which way did Mr. Abrawang take? Dick 
Buskin, I think has no suspicion of my intentions : — 
such a choleric spark will fight, I dare say. If I fall, 
or even survive this affair, I leave the field of love, 
and the fair prize, to the young gentleman Tve per- 
sonated, for I*m determined to see Lady Amaranth 
no more — Oh, here comes Abrawang. 

Enter Sir George. 

Sir Geo. Now to relieve these foolish seagulls— ' 
they must be hovering about this coast — Ha ! puppy 
unknown ! — 

/ Rover. You're the very man I was seeking. — ^You 
are not ig^oranti Mr. Abrawang— 



SCBNB II.] WILD OAT8* 69 

Sir Geo. Mr. what? 

Rwer. You will not resigii yonr titles ha ! ha ! h&! 
Oh» very weU» rUindulge you, — iSSur George n^mder, 
you honoured me with a blow, 

J^Geo. Did it hurt you? 

Rover. ^Sdeatb ! but let me proceed like a gentle- 
man ; as it's my pride to reject even lavoursy no man 
shall offer me an injury. 

Sir Geo. Eh ! 

Rover. In rank we*re equal. 

Sir Geo. Ara we faith ? iSmiHng.] The English 
of all this Is, we're to fight. 

Rover. Sir, you've marked on me an indelible 
8tain» only to be washed out by blood. 

Sir Geo. Why, I've only one objection to fighting 
you. 

Rover. What*s that, sir ? 

Sir Geo. That you're too brave a lad to be killed. 

Rover. Brave ! No, sir ; at present I wear the 
stigma of a coward. 

Sir Geo. Zounds ! I like a bit of fighting^-hav'n't 
bad a morsel a long time — don't know when I've 
smelt gnnpowder^-but to bring down a woodcock. 

Rover. Take your ground. 

Sir Geo. But what are we to do for weapons ? 

Rover. Here are wei4x>ns. 

Sir Geo. Well, this is bold work, ibr a privateer 
to give battle to a king's ship I 

Rover, Try your charge, sir, and take your ground. 

Sir Geo. I would not wish to sink, bum, or de- 
stroy what I think wa3 built for good service ; but, 
damme, if I don't wing you, to teach yov belter nan-^ 
ners* 

Enter lAe Three Ruffians, nol perceiving Rover. 

drd Ruff. Ay, here's the honest fellow has brought 

us some cash. [Looking at Sir George. 

^md Ruff. We're betray'd, it's the very gentleman 
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thafs in pursuit of us, and this promise -was onl 
decoy. to throw us into his power — ^The pistol I 
{Apart, andpainimg to it. — Sir Gbquge rt 

ming the charge. 
[2if (2 Ruffian seizes and tBT&sehes the piece fi 

Sir George. 
Sir Geo. Ah, boys ! 

2ji(2 Ruff. You'd have our lives, now wjeH h 
yours. 

[Presents the piece at Sir George ; Rover 
vances quichp and knocks it out of his ha 

[Tneg run 
Rover. Rascals I [Pursues tk 

Sir Geo. [Takes up the other ptece.] My br 
lad ! rU IGai 

Enter John Dory. 

John. No, youshaVt. iHolding h 

Sir Geo. The rogues will — 

John. Never mind the rogues — 

[Noise of fighting without — a piece let 

Sir Geo. 'Sblood! Must I see my preserver 
rish ! [StruggU 

John. Well, I know I'm your preserver, and I ' 
perish, but I'll bring you out of harm's way. 

[StUl holding h 

Sir Geo. Though he'd fight me himself — 

John. Sure, we all know you'd fight the devil 

Sir Geo. He saved my life. 

John, ni save your IHe. [ Whips him up in 
arms.'\ So hey ! haul up, my noble little crab walk 
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SCENE III. 



A Room in Banks's Cottage. 

^er Farmer Gammon, Banks, and Sim,— Sim 

vyriting, and crying. 

F. Gam, Boy, go on with the inventory. 

Sim. How unlucky I Feytber to lay hold of me; 
Hheii I wanted to practise my part. [Aiide. 

Banh». This proceeding is very severe, to lay an 
Execution on my wretched trifling goods when I 
thought — 

JP. Gam. Ay, you know you've gone up to the big 
liouse with your complaint — her ladyship*s steward, 
to be sure, has made me give back your cottage and 
farm, but your goods I seize for my rent. 

Banks. Only leave me a very few necessaries — by 
the goodness of my neighbours, I may soon redeem 
what the law has put into your hands. 

F. Gam. The affair is now in my lawyer's hands, 
and plaintiff and defendant chattering about it is all 
smoke. 

Sim. Feyther, don't be so cruel to Mr. Banks. 

F. Gam. Fll mark what I may want to keep for 
myself. Stay here, and see that not a pin's worth 
he removed without my knowledge. [To Sim. 

\Exit. 

Sim. Fll be dom'd, if Fll be your watchdog, to 
bite" the poor, that I won't. Mr. Banks, as feyther 
intends to put up your goods at auction, if you could 
but get a friend to buy the choice of them for you 
again. Sister Jane has got steward to advance her a 
Quarter's wages, and when Fve gone to sell corn for 
feyther, besides presents, Fve made a market penny 
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now and then. Here — it*s not much ! but every lit- 
tle helps. 

[Takes out a small leather purse, and offers it to 
Banks. 

Banks, I thank you, my good-natured boy ; but 
keep your money* 

Sim. Last summer you saved me from being 
drowned in Black Pool ; if you*il not take this, eeod, 
in there V\\ directly fling it, and let old Nick save it 
from being drowned, an' he can. [Going, 

Banks, My kind lad, then 1*11 not hurt your feel- 
ing, by opposing your liberality. [Takes it, 

Sim. He ! he I he ! you*ve now given my heart 
such a pleasure as I never felt, nor Vm sure fey&er 
afore me. 

Banks, But, Sim, whatever may be his opinion of 
worldly prudence, still remember he's your parent. 

Sim. I will — '' One elbow chair, one claw table.** 

[Exit, writing, and Bakks* 

Enter Amelia. 

Amelia, The confusion into which Lady Amaranth*s 
family is thrown by the sudden departijre, and ap- 
prehended danger of her young cousin, must have 
prevented her ladyship from giving that attention to 
our affairs, that Fm sure was her inclination. If I 
can but prevail on my brother too, to accept her pro- 
tection — I can't enjoy the delights of her ladyship's 
hospitable mansion, and leave him here still subject 
to the insults of his churlbh neighbours— Heavens ! 
who's this ? [Retires. 

Enter RoVBR hastily, his hair and dress much dis- 
ordered. 

/{over. What arace! [Panting.] Fve at last got from 
the blood-hounds I Ah, if old Abrawang had btit 
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£oI1ot^ed and twcked ne, weM have tickled their ca- 
tastrophes ; but i^hen they got me alone, three upon 
me Mrere odds, so sale's the word — whose house is 
this I*ve dash'd into ? — £h ! the friendly cottage of 
my old gentkmaii ! Are you at home ! [Calls.] Gi^so ! 
I had a hard struggle for it ; yes, muider was their 
intent, so it was wdi for me that I w^ bora without 
brains. Fm quite weak, faint! [Leans against the walL 
Amelia. {AdoafHcii»g.'\ Sir, an't you well? [With 
concern.] 

Rover. Madam, I ask pardon*--hem, yes, ma'am, 
very well, I thank you— ^now exceeding well — got 
into a fray there, in a kind of a hobble with some 
worthy gentlemen, only simple, honest farmers. I 
fancy mistook me for a sheaf of barley, for they down 
with me, and then thrashed so heartily, gad, their 
flails ilew merrily about my ears, but I up, and when 
I could no longer fight Idee a mastiff, why, I — run 
like a greyhound — But, dear ma'am, excuse me. 
£gad, this is very rude, 'foith. 

Amelia. Tou seem disturbed, [With emotitm.'] will 
you take any refreshment ? 

Raver. Madam, you're very good.->-On]y a little of 
your currant wine, if you please ; if I don't forget, it 
stands — -just — [ Points-^ AMUhl a brings some from 
a beaufet.'] Madam, Tve die honour of drinking 
your health. [Drinks. 

Amelia. I hope you're not hurt, sir ? 
Rover. " A little better, but very weak still" — I 
had a sample of this before, and I liked it so much, 
Ihat^ madam — ** Won^ you take another V 
AmeHa. Sir! 

Rover. Madam, if you'd been fighting, as I have, 
you'd—well, well, [Fills and drinks.] now Vm as 
well, as any man — ** In lUyria," got a few hard 
knocks though. 

AmeHa. louM better repose a little, yea seem'd 
much ifisordered coming in. 

G 
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Rover. [Places a cAatr, and both #tV.J Why 
]Da*ani, you must know thus it was — 

Enter SHEiEiiFF*8 Offices. 

Off. Come, ma*am, Mr. Gammon says this chaii 
is wanted to make up the half dozen above. [Layi 
hold of Amrlia*s chair, she rises terrifiedL 

Rover. What, what's all this ? 

Off, Why the fui^iture's seized on execution, and 
a man must to his duty. 

Rover. Then, scoundrel, know, that a man's first 
duty is civility and tenderness to a woman. 

Amelia. Heavens ! where*s my brother? This gen- 
tleman will bring himself into trouble. 

Off, Master, d*ye see, Fm representative for his 
honour the High Sheriff. 

Rover, Every High Sheriff should be a gentleman, 
and when he's represented by a rascal, he's disho- 
nour d. — Dera it, I might as well live about Covent- 
Garden, and every night get beating the watch ; foi 
here, among groves and meadows, Tm always squab- 
bling with constables. [ Whips up a stick from c 
comer of the room, and holds it behind him. 
. Off, Come, come, I must — 

Rover, " As you say, sir, last Wednesday, so ii 
was" — Sir, your most obedient, humble servant— 
[Bows respectfully.'] Pray, sir, may I take the liberr^ 
to know, have you ever been astonished ? [ With 
great ceremony. 

Off, What ? 

Rover, Because, sir, I intend to astonish you ; 
my dear fellow, give me your hand. [Takes his hand^ 
and beats Aiin.]-^Now, sir, you are astonished ? 

Off, Yes ; but see if I don't suit you with an ac- 
tion. 

Rover. *' Right, suit the action to the word, the 
word to the action ;" " See if the gentlewoman be not 
affrighted" — ** Michael, lil make thee an example.' 
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Off. Yes, fine example, when goods are seized here 
by the law, and — 

Rover. " Thou worm and maggot of the law !" 
** Hop me over every kennel, or you shall hop with- 
out my custom/' 

Off\ I don't value your custom. 

Rover. You are astonished, now I'll amaze you. 

Off, No, sir, I won't be amazed — but only see if 
I don't — 

Rover. Hop I lExit Officer, muttering and bul- 
^}/ing, yet frightened^ Stop, ma*am, these sort of gen- 
try are monstrous bad company for a lady— So I'll 
just see him to the door, and then 111 see him out- 
side the door. — Ma'am, I'm your most obedient hum- 
ble servant. [Bows respectfully , and exit hastily. 

Amelia. I feel a strange curiosity to know who this 
young gentleman is. I find my heart interested, I 
can't account for — he must have known the house, by 
the freedom — but then his gaiety, (without familiar 
rudeness) native elegance of manners, and good- 
breeding, seem to make him at home any where. — 
My hn^kkttp I think, must know — 

Enter Banks hastily^ and agitated. 

Banks. Amelia, did you see the young gentleman 
that was here ? Some ruffian fellows, and a posse of 
the country people, have bound and dragged him from 
the door, on the allegation of three men, who mean 
to swear he has robbed them ; and they have taken 
him to Lady Amaranth's. 

Amelia. How ! He did enter here in confusion, as 
if pursued ; but I'll stake my life on his innocence. 
I'll speak to lady Amaranth, and in spite of calumny, 
he shall have justice^— he would not let me be insult- 
ed, because he saw me an unprotected woman, with- 
out a husband or a son, and shall he want an advo- 
oate ? Brother, come. \Exeii.ul. 
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SCENE IV. 



Lady Amaranth's, 



Enter Jane, with a Ughi^ 

Jane. I believe there's not a soul in the house but 
myself; my lady has sent all the folks round the 
country to search after the young ^squire^ she'll cer- 
tainly break her heart if any thing happens to him ; 
I don*t wonder, for surely he's a dear sweet gentle-' 
man : the pity of it is, his going spoils all our fine 
play, and I had just got my part quite bv heart ; how- 
ever, I must do the room up for Mr. Banks's sister, 
that my lady has invited here. [AdjvsU her toilet. 

Enter Ephraim Smooth. 

Eph. The man John Dory has carried the mas 
George hither in his arms, and has locked him up. 
Coming into the house, they did look to me like a 
blue lobster with a shrimp in his cUws — Oh, here is 
the damsel I love, and alone. 

Jane. They say when folks look in the glass, at 
night, they see the black gentleman. 

[As she is looking in iheghm» Ephraim ^F^es ««i? 
peeps over her shoulder ; she screams* 

Eph, Then art employed in vanity. 

Jane. Well, who wants you ? 

Eph. It is natural for woman to love man. 

Jane. Yes ; but not such ugly n»en as yoi| are. 
Why would you come in to frighten me» when you 
know there's nobody here but ourselves ? 

Eph. I am glad of that. I am the elm and thou 
the honeysuckk ; let thy arms entwine me. 

Jiasfe^ Ob, what a rogue b here 1 but yonder comes 
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my lady, and Fll ahow him off to her in his true co- 
lours. [Ande. 

JEph, Clasp me around. 

Jane. WeU, I will, if you'll take off your hat, and 
i3iake me a fine low bow. 

Eph. I cannot bend mj knee, nor take off my 
l>eaver. 

Jane. Then you're very impudent — go along* 

Eph. But to win thy favour — 

[Takes off hu hat, and bows. 

Jane. Now kneel down to me. 

Eph. I cannot, but one lovely smile may smile me 
down. [She smiles, he kneels. 

Jane. Well, now, read me a speech out of that 
jae play-lKK^. 

Eph. I read a play I a-bo-mi-na-ti-on I — But, Jane, 
wOtthou kiss me? 

Jane. I kiss a man ! a-bo-mi-na-ti-on ! [Mimich* 
ing."] but you may take my hand — 

^^h. Oh ! 'tis a comfort to the lip of the faithful ! 

[Kisses her hand. 

' Enter Lady Amaranth. 

Lady Am. How I [Taps him gently on the shoul- 
der, he looks up confounded.'] Ah, thou sly and de« 
ceitfal hypocrite ! 

Eph. Verily, Mary, I was buffeted by Satan, in 
the shape of a damsel. ^ 

Iiody Am. Begone! 

Eph. My spirit is sad, though my feet move so 
nimble. [Exit, very slowly. 

Lady Am. But, oh. Heavens f no tidings of my 
dearest Henry ! Jane, let them renew their search. 

Jane. Here's madam Amelia ; you see I've got 
her room ready : but I'll go make brother Sim look 
for the young 'squire. lExii. 

G 2 
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Et^er Ambua. 

Amelia. Oh, madaniy might I implore yoyix influ- 
ence with— 

Lady Am. Thou art ill acoomiiKxIat^d here ; but I 
hope thou \yilt excuae-^-My muut it a aea of trouble, 
my peace shipwrecked — Oh» friend, hadst thou see9 
my cousin Harry, thou too^ all who knew hin^ must 
be anxious for his safety. 

John. iWi^hant.} Heave a-head. 

£kten vriik Sir Gsqrob. 

Sir Geo. Rascal! whip me up like a pound of tea, 
dance me about like a young bear, make me quit the 
preserver of my life I yes, puppy unknown will think 
roe a poltroon, and that I was afraid to follow, and 
second him. 

John, Well, you may as well turn into your ham^* 
mock ; for out to-night you shall not budge — [Sees 
Amelia.] Oh I marcy of Heaven ! isn*t it — £b, 
master ? Only give one look. 

Amelia. [Seeing Sir George.] My husband ! 
[Swoons; Lady Amaranth supports her. 

Sir Geo. 'Tis my Amelia ! 

John. [Stopping SiR Georob, and looking at- 
tentively at Ameua.] Reef the foresail I first, you 
cracked her heart by sheering off, and now yott*U 
overset her by bringing to. 

Lady Am. Hold— soft ! 

Amelia. Are you at length returned to me, my 
Seymour T 

Lady Am. Seymour ! her mind is disturbed ; this 
is mine uncle, Sir George Thunder. 

John. No, no, my lady, she knows what she's say* 
ing very well. 

Sir Geo. Niece, I have been a villaitt to this lady, 
I confess. But, my dear Amelia, Providence has 
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€3oBe yoa jnstibe in part. Frdm the first moiith I 
quitted yen, I have iie?jer entered one happy hour on 
-anay journal ; hearing that you had foundered, and 
cM>nsidering myself the cause, the worm of remwse 
lias gnawed my timbers. 

AmeHa, You're not still offended with me ? 
• Sir Geo. Me I can you Ibrgive my offence, and 
condescend to take my hand as an atonement ? 

Amelia. Your hand ! Do you forget that we are 
already married ? 

Sir Oeo. Ay, there was my rascality. 
John. You may say that. 

Sir Geo. Hold your tongue, you impudent crimp, 
you pander, you bad adviser — I'll .strike my false 
. colours — m now acknowledge the chaplain you pro- 
vided was — 

Jobu. Was a good man, and a greater honour to 
hb black, than your honour has been to your blue^ 
cloth — £^, by the word of a seaman, here he b himself;^ 

Enier Banks. 

Sir Cko. Your brother I 

Bmnks. Captain Seymour ! have I found you, sir ? 

Sir Oeo. My dear Banks, 111 make every repara^ 
tion. — Amelia shall really be my wife. 

Banks. That, sir, my sister is already ; for when I 
performed the marriage ceremony, which you took 
only as the cloke of your deception, I was actually 
in orders. 

John. Now, who's the crimp, and the pander ? t 
never tokl you this since ; because I thought a man's 
own reflections were the best punishment for betray- 
ing an innocent woman. 

Xodjy Am. Madam, my inmost soul partaketh of 
ihyi gladness, and joy for thy reformation. [To Sir 
Oborob.] But thy prior marriage to this lady, an- 
nulare subsequent, and my cousb Harry is not now 
thy heir. 
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Sir Ceo. So mucb the better, he's an uDnatuni} 
cul) ; but, Amelia, I flatter myself 1 have an heir, n 
infant boy — 

Amelia. Ah, husband, you had ; but — 

.S'lV Geo. Gone ! well, well, I see i have been 
toiserable scoundrel — £h, t will, yes, I'll udopt tha 
brave, kind lad, that wou'dn't let any body kill 
but bunself. He shall have my estate, that's my c 
acquisition — My lady, marry him, puppy unkuov 
a fine fellow I Amelia, only for hint, you'd never h 
found your husband Captain Seymour in Sir Geore 
Thunder. 

Amelia. What? 

Sanh- Are yuu Sir George Thuiidec ? 



J^ler Lakvlord, followed by Epuraim. 

Land. Please you, madam, they've got a footpt 
m custody. 

Epk. I am come to sit in judgment, for there 
a bad man in thy house, Mary. Bring bim bcfa 

Sir Geo. Before yon, old Squintibus'i And pe 
haps you don't know I'na a magistrate t 

Epk. I'll examine him. 

Sir Geo. You be damn'd I— I'll esamine him nr 
self. [i^AooesEpHRAiM.] Tow him in here. I'Ugii 
him a passport to Winchester bilboes. 

Amelia. [Kneels to Si r George.] Oh, sir, as y< 
hope fur mercy, extend it to this youtli ; but ev< 
should he be guilty, which, from our knowledge i 
his benevolent and noble nature, I think next to i 
impossibility, let the services he has rendered to i 
— he protected, relieved your forsaken wife, and hi 
unhappy brother, in the hour of want and sorrow. 

Sir Geo. WViat, Amelia, plead fur a loUbet '. Co 
sider, oiylove,justke is above bias oi YaitwiJivt^, 
a/ysoa violated ihc laws of his connVt^, V44ftVi 
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^iin up a public victim to disgrace and punish- 

snent. 

Lady Awn, Oh, my impartial uncle ! Had tby coun- 
try any laws to punish him, who, instead of paltry 
^old, would rob the artless virgin of her dearest trea- 
sure, in the rigid judge I should now behold the 
trembling criminal. 

Ekier Twitch, wUh Rover bound, who keeps his 
face averted, and Two Ruffians. 

Eph, lAdvaneesJ] Speak, thou. 

Sir Geo. Hold thy clapper, thou — Who are the 
prosecutoirs ? 

Eph. Can in— 

Sir Geo. Will nobody stop his mouth? [John 
Dory pushes him up against the wall.} Where are 
the prosecutors. 

Twitch. There, tell his worship, the justiee. 

2ftd Ruff. A justice— Oh! the devil!— I thought 
we should have nothing but quakers to deal with. — 
[Aside.^ Why, your honour. 111 swear — 

[In a feigned country voice.. 

Sir Geo. [Looking at them] Oh, ho ! Clap down 
the hatches-— secure these sharks. 

Rover. I thought I should find you here, Abra- 
wang, and that you had some knowledge of these 
fellows. 

Lady Am, Heavens ! my cousin Harry ! [Aside. 

Sir Geo. The devil ! is*nt this my spear and shield ? 

John. [Advances.'] My young master — Oh ! what 
have you been at here ? [ Unbinds Rovbr. 

Enter Harry. 

Barry. My dear fellow, are you safe ? 
Rover. Yes, Dick, I was brought in here very safe^ 
I assure you. 
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Harry, A confederate in custody below has made 
a confession of their villainy ; that they concerted 
this plan to accuse him of a robbery ; first, for re- 
venge, then, in hope to share the reward for appre- 
hending him : he also owns they are not sailors, but 
depredators on the public. 

Sir Geo. Keep them safe in limbo. [Ruffians 
taken off J] — Not knowing that the justice of peace^ 
whom they've brought the lad now here before, is th^ 
very man they attacked ! — Ha ! ha ! ha Ir— The rogues^ 
have fallen into their own snare. 

Rover. What, now you're a justice of peace ; well 
said, Abrawang ! 

Amelia. Then, Sir George, you know him tool 

Sir Geo. Know puppy unknown I to be sure. 

Rover. M ad am , I am happy to see you again .{To 
Amelia.] — ^Ah, how do you do, my kind host ? 

[Shakes hands with Banss.' 

Lady Am, I rejoice at thy safety. — Be reconciled 
to him. [To Sir George. 

Sir Geo. Reconciled ! — if I don't love, respect, 
and honour him, I should be unworthy of the life he 
rescued. But who is he ? 

Harry. Sir, he is— 

Rover. Dick, I thank you for your good wishes ; 
but I am still determined not to impose on this lady. 
Madam, as I at first told this well-meaning tar, when 
he forced me to your house, I am not the son of Sir 
George Thunder. 

John. No ! Then I wish you were the son of an 
admiral, and I your father. 

Harry. You refuse the lady ? To punish you, I've 
a mind to take her myself. — My dear cousin — i 

Rover. Stop, Dick. — If I, who adore her, won't, 
you shall not. No, no ; madam, never mind what 
this fellow says, he's as poor as myself — Isn't he, 
Abrawang ? 
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Harry. Tfaen« my dear Rover, since you are so ob- 
stinately disinterested, Til no longer tease my father, 
t^hom you here see, and in your strolling friend, his 
^^ry truant Harry, that ran from Portsmouth school. 
Bind join*d you and your fellow comedians. 

Rover. Indeed ! 

Harry. Dear cousin, forgive me, if, through my 
seal for the happiness of my friend, I endeavoured to 
promote yours, by giving you a husband more vrorthy 
than myself. . [To Lady Amaranth. 

Raver. Am I to believe ! Madam, b vour uncle. 
Sir George Thunder, in this room ? 

Lady Am. He is.-— [Looking at Sir George. 

Raver. Tis so ! You, in reality, what Fve had the 
impudence to assume ! and have perplexed your fa- 
ther with my ridiculous effrontery. — [Turns to John 
Dory, angry. 1 1 told you, I insisted I wasn't the per- 
son you took me for, but you must bring your damn'd 
chariot ! I am ashamed and mortitied. Madam, I 
beg to take my leave. 

Epk. Thou art welcome to gfo. 

Rover. [Bowb.I Sir George, as the father of my 
friend, I cannot lift my hand against you ; but I hope, 
sir, you'll apoligize to me ? [Apart. 

Sir Geo. Ay, with pleasure, my noble splinter — 
now tell me from what dock you were launched, my 
heart of oak. 

Rover. Fve h*^ard, in England, sir ; but from my 
earliest knowledge, till within a very few years, Fve 
been in the East Indies. 

Sir Geo, Beyond seas ? Well, and how ? 

Rover. It seems, I was committed an infant to the 
care of a lady, who was herself obliged, by the gentle 
Hyder Ally, to strike her toilet, and decamp without 
beat of drum, leaving me, a chubby little fellow, 
squatted on a carpet. A scrjeanfs wife alone re- 
tomed, and snatched me^off triumphant, through 
fire, smoke, cannon, cries, and carnage. 
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Lady Am. Dost thou mark ? [To Amelia. 

Amelia. Sir, can you recolleet the Aame of the 
town where — 

Mover. Yes, ma'am, the town of Negapatnam. 

Amelia. I thank you, sir. 
[Gazes with delight and eamettncfs on Rover. 

Hover. An officer, wfao*d much rather act flotapor 
on the stage, than in the fiekl, brought me up behuMJ 
the scenes at the Calcutta theatre — 1 was roiled on 
the boards, acted myself into the favour of a colood ] 
—promised a pair of coloui*s ; but, inpatient to find 
my parents, hid myself in the steerage of an home'- 
ward-bound ship ; assumed the aame of Rover, from 
the uncertainty of my &Dte ; and having murdered 
more poets than Rajahs, stept on English ground, 
unencumbered with rupees or pagodas. — Hal ha! 
— Wou'd*st thou come home iso, little Ephraim ? 

Eph. 1 would bring myself home with some mo- 
ney. 

Amelia. Excuse my curiosity^ sir ; what was the 
lady*s name in whose care you weK left ? 

Rover. Oh, ma*am, she was the lady of a Major 
Linstock ; but I heard my mother's name was Sey- 
mour. 

Sir Geo. Why, Amelia? 

Amelia. My son I 

Rover. Madam ! 

Amelia. It is my Charles I • [Embraces him. 

Sir Geo. Eh ! 

John. [Sings and capers, claps Ephraim on the 
shoulders?] Tol, lol, lol ! Though I never beard it 
before, my heart told me he was a chip of the old 
block. • 

Amelia. Your father 1 

[To Rover, pointing to Sir Ororok. 

Rover. Can it ? — Heaven ! then have I attempted 
to raise my impious hand against a parentis life I 

Sir Geo. My dear brave boy i Then have I a 86ii 
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'wOk 8|nrit to fight me as a stranger, yet defend me 
«s a father. 

Idufy Am. [Takes him btf the hand.} Uncle, you'll 
xeocAect 'twas I, who first introduced a son to thee. 

Sir Geo. And I hope you will next introduce a 
grajidson to me, young slyboots. Harry, youVe lost 
joor fortune. 

JEEuTv. Yes, sir, but I've gained a brother, whose 
fiicmdship (before I knew him to be such,) I prized 
above the first fortune in England. 

JRaver. My generous friend — My dearest Rosalind ! 

Aai£Ua. Then, will you take our Charles ? 

[To Lady Amaranth. 

LttAf Am. Yea, but only on condition thou be- 
■towest thy fortone on hi& (riend and brother ; mine 
Is sufficient for us, is it not ? 

Raver. Angelic creature ! — ^to think of my gene- 
rous firiend — But now for ** As you like it.*' Where's 
Lamp and Trap ? — I shall ever love a play — a spark 
from Shakspeare's Muse of Fire was the star that 
guided me through my desolate and bewildered maze 
of life, and brought me to these unexpected blessings. 

To merit friends so good, so sweet a wife. 
The Tender Husband be my part for life ; 
My Wild Oats sown, let candid Thespian laws 
l}ecree that glorious harvest — ^your applause. 



THB END. 
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REMARKS. 



The celebrated author of this celebrated opera 
^as born to experience variety of fortune; such as 
^unged him into the bitterest djespondency> and 
%och as devated him to the height of joy, 

John Gay was born near Barnstaple» in Devon- 
shire; Id88> and received his education at the gram- 
mar school there. He was of an ancient family> 
and yet was bred a mercer: bnt having a small in- 
dependent fortune, and a mind superior to the state 
in which his relations had placed him, he purchased 
his freedom from the indentures, which bound him 
to a shopkeeper, in the Strand, and quitted the 
ooonter, where he had attended for several years. 

His first production, a poem, called <* Rural 
Sports/* printed in 1711, and dedicated to Pope, 
gained him the acquaintance and friendship of that 
poet, and introduced him to many other distin- 
guished persons. 

The year following, he was made secretary to the 
Duchess of Monmouth ; and soon after accompanied 
Lord Clarendon, in the same capacity, to Hanover* 
Gay seems to have fixed his inclination upon a 
certain jiossession, which poets, of. aU other classes 
of men, appear most to have despised— money. 
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With the various earnings of his jpen, both as se- 
cretaiy and author^ poor Gay, in search of riches, 
placed all he had accumulated in the bank of the 
famous South Sea compatiy. — His warmest wishes 
were soon accomplished, hnd his little fortune be- 
came treble.— He was advidied to sell out, and pur- 
chase an annuity with bis incireased store — ^he waited 
to have it still augment, — and lost every guinea lie 
was worth in the world. ' 

The poet had neither wife nor ehild to share in 
this severe misfortune, and yet it seemed to hkve 
struck to his heart. 

' He was, for a'time, inconsolable,*— almost' driven 
to despair. But the treasure he still possessed in 
affectionate and enlightened friends, who sought 
every method to dissipate his care, at length pre- 
vailed ; and he began, once more, to write for-" 
money, and to save it. 

' He now produced his tragedy of ** The Captives*^ 
— had the honour of reading it to the Princess of 
Wales, afterwards Queen Caroline; and the greater 
honour of receiving her royal command to ii^rite a 
book of Fables, which was dedicated, by permis- 
sion, to the young Duke of Cumberland, and most 
gtaciously accepted. 

Gay's hopes were again elated $ he looked forward 
to advancement from so powerful and liberal a pa- 
tronage; — but in 1727, when this princess ascended 
th6 throne, another South Sea bubble broke, and he 
was offered a ]^ace at court, which he conceived it 
an indignity to suppose he would accept. 
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He ^f used to be genUeman-usher to one of the 
youog princesses, os an office, in which his peculiar 
talents wooUl be wholly useless ; but though he con- 
sidered that insult had been here added to disap- 
pointment^ yet, as this misfortune occurred without 
any imprudence or fault of his own, he sunk not 
uader its wdght, as when he lost his fortune^ in the 
pursuit of increasing it; — but, irritated by a manly 
piide against courts and courtiers^ was now inspired 
to compose this admirable drama of ^* The Beggar*s 
Qlpera.** . 

It came out in the season of 1727-8-Mind on this 
occasion the author experienced a joy, equal in Its 
excess to any of his past and bitterest sorrows. 

Never had dramatic woric been so attractive; and, 
«8 the nature of the ^atertaioinent was wholty new 
to an English audience> the author had eulogiums 
for his invention^ beyond the common share allotted 
to successful authors. 

''TheBeggar*s Opera'* was acted sixty-three niglits 
without intermission, and charmed every auditor^ 
except those who were the objects of its satire. 
Anecdotes, almost incredible^ are related of its po* 
pularity on its first coming forth ; and yet their truth 
can be easily conceived, when the present force of 
this excellent work is recollected. At this period, 
when English operas are no longer a novelty, and 
some very good ones have appeared, still no enter- 
tainment of the kind is allowed to hold an exact 
equality with this production. At such high esti* 
mation, a certain discount^ is> however^ taken from 

A2 
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its value. It fails of moral precept. — Nor is that 
accusation all; it has the fetal tendency to mak6 
vice alluring. The skill of the author is here su- 
premely excellent, though it is grievous he did mil 
show it in a better cause; for who, but Gay» could 
have made highwaymen, thieves, and cheats of ever^ 
denomination, endearing to the delicate/ the ele- 
gant, and even the honourable spectator ; 

Still it is to be observed, that the author has ren- 
dered the only honest person in the play by far the 
most interesting character. Polly Peachum is en- 
dowed with such superior charms, from the unoffend- 
ing qualities she possesses, that when she was first 
represented, every actress who performed the part 
made her fortune by marriage;— and Miss Fenton, 
the original Polly, so fescinated the Duke of Bolton, 
that he elevated her to the highest rank of a female 
subject, by making her his wife. 

It is painful to state, that, after this brilliant suc- 
cess, Gay wrote again, and his drama failed of a 
kind reception. It seems a paradox, yet it is tnie, 
that the author who has once written well should 
write no more; whilst he who is unsuccessful had 
best proceed. — ^The first may lose ai reputation by 
perseverance, and the last may regain one. 
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THE 



BEGGAR'S OFEBA. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 



Peachum*s House. 



Pu^HUM sitting at a Table, toith a large Book of 

AccQUfA$ hffore him. 

▲IR— FAACHUM. 

** An old wcmian, clothed in grey.** 

Through all the employments ofUft, 

Each neighbour ahuses his brothers 
Whore and rogue ihty call husband and toife; 

All professions be-rogue one another. 
TheprieH calls the lawyer a cheat; 

The lawyer be- knaves the divine; 
And the statesman, because he*s so great. 

Thinks Ms trade is as honest as mine. 

A lawyer is an honest employment, so is mine. Like 
<ue toO| he acts in a double capacity^ both against 
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rogues, and for themj for 'tis but fitting that we 
should protect and encourage cheats, since we live 
by them. 

Enter Filch. 

Filch. Sir, BlRck Moll has sent wofd» her trial ^ 
comes on in the afternoon^ and she hopes yoa will J 
order matters so as to bring her off. 

Peach. Why, as the wench is very active and in — ■ 
dustriousy you may satisfy her that I'U aoften th^ 
evidence. 

Fikh. Tom Gagg, m, is found guilty. 

PeaA. A lazy dog! When 1 took him, the lim^ 
before, I told him what he woidd come to, if he dicM 
not mend his hand. This is death, without reprieve -^ 
I may venture to book him; [writes] for TomGagg^ 
forty pounds. Let Betty Sly know, that. FU sav^ 
her from transportation, for I can get more by hex* 
staying in England. 

Filch* Betty hath brought more goods to oMr Ibdc 
this year than any five of the gaiif;) «Mf, in truth, 
'tis pity to lose so good a cMfomer. 

Peach. If none of the gang takes her off, she may, 
in the common course of bnsiiiess^ live a twelve- 
month longer. 1 hive to let women *scape. A good 
sportsman always lets the hen-partridges fly, be- 
cause the breed of the game depends upon them. 
Besides, here the law allows us no reward : there is 
nothing to be got by the death of women— except 
our wives. 

Filch* Without dispute, she is a fine woman ! Twas 
to her I was obliged for my education. To say a 
bold word, she has trained up more young fellows 
to the business than the gaming-table. 

Peach, Truly, Filch, thy observation is right. 
We and the surgeons are more beholden to women 
than all the professions besides. 
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AIR—- FILCH. 

" The bonny grey-eyed morn," &c. 

'Tis tvoman that seduces all mankind ^ 

Btf her wejlrst were taught the toheedling arts; 
Her very eyes can cheat / tiohen most she's kind. 

She tricks us of our money, with our hearts. 
For her, like wolves by nighty we roam Jhr prey y 

And practise every jraud to bribe her charms; 
For suits of love, like law^ are won by pay ^ 

And beauty must bejee*d into our arms. 

Peach, But make haste to Newgate^ boy^ and let 
my friends know what I intend 5 for I lore to make 
them easy, one way or another. 

Filch, When a gentleman is long kept in suspense, 
penitence may break his spirit ever after. Besides, 
certainty gives a man a good air upon his trial, and 
makes him risk another, without fear or scruple. 
But 1*11 away, for *tis a pleasure to be a messenger 
of comfort to friends in afl9iction. {^Exit, 

Peach. But it is now high time to look about me 
for a decent execution against next sessions. I hate 
a lazy rogue, by whom one can get nothing till he is 
hanged. A register of the gang, [reading] Crook- 
fingered Jack — a year and a half in the serwce— let 
me see, how much the stock owes to his industry :— 
One, two> three, four, five gold watches, and seven 
silver ones. A mighty clean-handed fellow ! sixteen 
SQu£f-boxes, five of them of true gold, six dozen of 
handkerchiefs, four silver-hilted swords, half-a-dozen 
of shirts, three tie-periwigs, and a piece of broad- 
cloth. Considering these are only the fruits of his 
leisure hours^ I don't know a prettier fellow 5 for no 
man alive hath a more engaging presence of mind 
upon the road. Wat Dreary, alias Brown Will — an 
irregular dog, who hath an underhand way of dis- 



12 THB.BEOOAR*S OPERA. [[aCT i. 

posing of his goods ; 1*11 try him only for a sessions or 
two longer^ upon his good behaviour. Hurry Pad' 
dington — a poor, petty -larceny rascal, without the 
least genius ! that fellow, though he were to live these 
six months, will never come to the gallows with any 
credit. — Slippery Sam— he goes off the next sessions; 
for the villain hath the impudence to have views of 
following his trade as a tailor, which lie calk an ho- 
nest employment. — Mat o* tV Mint — ^listed not above 
a month ago; a promising, sturdy fellow, and diligent 
in his way ; somewhat too bold and hasty, and may 
raise good contributions on the public, if he does not 
cut himself short by murder : — Tom Tipple — a guz- 
zling, soaking sot, who is always too drunk to stand 
himself, or to make others stand ; a cart is absolutely 
necessary for him. Robin qfBasshot, alias GorgoHf 
^aiias BluffBobf alias Carbuncle^ (Mas Bob Boot y 

Enter Mrs. Peachum. 

Mrs. P, What of Bob Booty, husband ? I hope no- 
thing' bad hath betided him — You know, my dear, 
he's a favourite customer of mine — ^'twas he made 
me a present of this ring. 

Peach, I have set his name down in the black 
list, that's all, my dear; he spends his life among 
women, and, as soon as his money is gone, one or 
other of the ladies will hang him for the reward, and 
there's forty pounds lost to us for ever! 

Mrs, P. You know, my dear, I never meddle in 
matters of death } I always leave those affairs to you. 
Women, indeed, are bitter bad judges in these cases ; 
for they are so partial to the brave, that they think 
every man handsome who is going to the camp or 
the gallows. — But, really, husband, you should not 
be too hard-hearted, for you never had a liner, braver 
set of men, than at present. We have not had a 
murder among them all these seven months; and 
truly, my dear, that is a great blessing. 
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Peach, What a dickens is the woman always 
whimpering about murder for? No gentleman is ever 
looked upon the worse for killing a man in his own 
defence; and if business cannot be carried on with- 
out it> what would you have a gentleman do ? so, 
my dear, have done upon this subject. Was Cap- 
tain Macheath here this morning, for the bank-notes 
he left with you last week ? 

Mrs. P. Yes, my dear; and though the bank hath 
stopped payment, he was so cheerful, and so agree- 
able! Sure, there is not a finer gentleman upon the 
road than Ui6 captain! If he comes from Bagshot at 
ftiiy reasonable hour, he hath promised to make one 
this evening with Polly, me, and Bob Booty, at a 
party at quadrille. Pray, my dear, is the captain 
rich? 

Peach: The captain keeps too good company ever 
to grow rich. Marybone and the chocolate-houses 
are his undoing. The man that proposes to get 
money by play should have the education of a fine 
gentleman, and be trained up to it from his youth. 

Mrs, P. Really, I am sorry, upon Polly's account, 
the captain hath not more discretion. What business 
hath he to keep company with lords and gentlemen I 
he should leave them to prey upon one another. 

Peach. Upon Polly*s account! what a plague doth 
the woman mean ? — Upon Polly*s account ! 

MrM, P. Captain Macheath is very fond of the girl. 

Peach. And what then ? 

Mrs, P. If I have any skill in the ways of women, 
1 am sure Polly thinks him a very pretty man. 

Peach, And what then? you would not be so 
mad as to have the wench marry him ! Gamesters 
and highwaymen are, generally, very good to their 
whores, but they are very devils to their wives, 

Mr5.P. But if Polly should be in love, how should 
we help her, or how can she help herself? — Poor 
girl, I'm in the utmost concern about her ! 

B 
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Peach, Look ye, wife, a handsome weQch, in our 
way of business, is as profitable as at the bar of a 
Temple coffee-house, who looks upon it as herliYe- 
lihood, to grant every liberty but one. My daughter 
to me should be like a court lady to a minister of 
state, a key to the whole gang. Married! if the 
affair is not already done, 1*11 terrify her from it, by 
the example of our neighbours. 

Mrs, P. Mayhap, my dear, you may injure the 
poor girl : she loves to imitate the fine, ladiea^ and she 
may only allow the captain liberties, in the view of 
interest. 

Peach, But His your duty, my dear, to warn? tfie 
girl against her ruin, and to instruct iKr hpw to 
make the most of her beauty. I'll goto ber this 
moment, and sift her. In the mean time^ wife, ri|> 
out the coronets and marks of these dozen of cain- 
bric handkerchiefs, for I can dispose of them this^ 
afternoon to a chap in the city. [Exti^ 

Mrs, P. Never was a man more out of the way 
in an argument than my husband. Why must our 
Polly, forsooth, differ from her sex, and love only 
her husband ? and why must Polly's marriage, ooi»- 
trary to all observation, make her the less followed 
by other men > All men are thieves in love, and like 
a woman the better for being another's property. 

Enter Filch. 

Mrs, P. Come hither. Filch. — I am as fond of this 
child as though my mind misgave me he were my 
own. He hath as fine a hand at picking a pocket 
as a woman, and is as nimble- fingered as a juggler. 
If an unlucky session does not cut the rope of thy 
life, I pronounce, boy, thou wilt be a great man in 
history. Where was your post last night, my boy? 

Filch. I plied at the opera, madam; and, con- 
sidering 'twas neither dark nor rainy, so that there 
was no great hurry in getting chairs and coaches, 
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made a tolerable hand on't-^Tfaese seven handker- 
chiefey madam. 

Mrs. P. Coloured ones^ I see. They are of sure 
«ale from omr warehouse at Redriff, among the sea- 
men* 

Filch^ And this snuff-box. 

Mrs. P. Set in gold! a pretty encouragement this 
to a young banner! 

Fuck, 1 had a fair tug at a charming gold-watch. 
Fox take the tailors^ for making the fobs so deep and 
narrow! — ^it stuck by the way, and I was forced to 
make my escape under a coach. Really, madam« I 
liear 1 sludl be cut off in the flower of my youth, so 
that^ every now and then, since I was pumped, I 
iunre thoughts of taking up, and going to sea. 

Mrs. P. Tou should go to Hockley-in-the^Hole> 
and to Harybone, child, to learn valour; these are 
the achools that have bred so many brave men* I 
thought^ boy> by this time, thou hadst lost fear as 
well as shame. Poor lad ! how little does he know 
yet of the Old Bailey ! For the first fact, I'll insure 
thee fit>m being hanged 3 and going to sea> fllch> 
win come time enough, upon a sentence of trans- 
portation. But now, since you have nothing better 
to do, ev*n go to your book, and learn your cate- 
chism : for really a man makes but an ill figure in 
the ordinary's paper, who cannot give a s a t i sf a ctor y 
anawer to hir ymthmSb But, hark you, my lad, 
4hi\ telt me a lie 3 for you know I hate a liar— - 
Do you know of any thing that hath passed between 
Captain Macheath and our Polly ? 

Filch. I beg you, madam, don't ask me ; for I 
must either tell a He to you, or to Miss Poily 3 for I 
promised her I would not tell. 

Mrs. P. But when the honour of our family is 
concerned. 

Filch. I shall lead a sad life with Miss Polly, if 
ever she comes to know I told you. Besides, I 
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would not willingly forfeit my own honour, by W 
traying any body. 

Mrs. P. Yonder comes my husband and PoUy. 
Come, Filch, you shall go with me into my owa 
room, and tell me the whole story. PU give thee & 
glass of a most delicious cordial that 1 keep for my 
own drinking. {^Exeunt^ 

Enter Peach um and Polly. 

Pdlh, 1 know as well as any of the fine ladies ho¥9^ 
to make the most of myself, and of my man too. ^. 
woman knows how to be mercenary, though she hatLi. 
never been in a court or at an assembly. We have i^ 
in our natures^ papa. If J allow Captain Macheatb 
some trifling liberties, I have this watch and other 
visible marks of his favour to show for it. A girl who 
cannot grant some things, and refuse what is most 
material, will make but a poor band of her beauty, 
and soon be thrown upon the common. 

AIR. 

" What shall I do to show how much I love her?" 

Virgins are like thcjairjloto'r in its lustre. 
Which in the garden enamels the ground. 

Near it the bees in play flutter and cluster, 
And gaudy butterflies frolic around; 

But when once plucked 'tis no longer alluring. 
To Covent Garden *tis sent, fas yet sweet J, 

There Jades, and shrinks^ and gr^ws past all enduring. 
Rots, stinks, and dies, and is trod under feet. 

Peach, Yon know, Polly, I nm not against your 
toying and trifling with a customer, in the way of bu« 
siness, or to get out a secret or so ; but if I And out 
that you have played the fool> and are married, you 
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jade yoo, Tli cut your throat, hussy. Now» you 
know my mind. 

Enter Mrs. Peach um^ in a very great passion, 

AIR. 

" O London is a fine town." 

Our PoUy is a sad slut ! nor heeds what xoe have taught 

her; 
Itoondtrany man alive toUl ever rear a daughter! 
At she must have both hoods and goumSf ana hoops to 

siweU her pride 9 
With scarfs and stays^ and gloves and lace, and she 

ijriU have men beside i 
•And when she's dress*d tioith care and cost, all tempts 

ing^ne^ and gay. 
As men should serve a cucumber ^ sheJUngs herself 
. away. 

You baggage ! you hussy ! you inconsiderate jade ! 
had you been hanged it would not have vexed me 5 
for that might have been your misfortune ; but to 
•do such a mad thing by choice ! The wench is 
married, husband. 

Peach. Married ! the captain is a bold man, and 
will risk any thing for money : to be sure he believes 
her a fortune. Do you think your mother and I 
should have lived comfortably so long together if 
ever we had been married, baggage ? 

Mrs. P. 1 knew she was always a proud slut, and 
now the wench hath played the fool and married, be- 
cause, forsooth, she would do like the gentry ! Can 
you support the expenseof a husband, hussy, in gam- 
ing and drinking? have you money enough to carry 
on the daily quarrels of man and wife about who 
shall squander most ? If you must be married, ceuld 
you introduce nobody into our family but a highway- 
man ? Why, thou foolish jade, thou wilt be as ill used 
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and 88 much neglected as if thou hadst married a 
lord ! 

Peach, Let not your anger^ my dear^ break through 
the rules of decency ; for the captain looks upon him- 
self, in the military capacity, as a gentleman by his 
profession. Besides what he hath already, I know he 
is in a fair way of getting or of dying ; and both these 
ways, let me tell you, are most excellent chances for 
a wife. Tell me, hussy^ are you ruined orno ? 

Mrs. P. With Polly's fortune she might very well 
have gone off to a person of distinction : je%, that 
you mi^ht, you pouting slut. 

Peach* What ! is the wench dumb ? speak, or I*1L 
make you plead by squeezing out an answer frons. 
you. Are you really bound wife to himy or are youK 
only upon liking ? \_Pinches herm. 

Polly. Oh I [Screaming^^ 

Mrs. P, How the mother is to be pitied who ha& 
handsome daughters ! Locks, bolts, bars, and lectures 
of morality, are nothing to them ; they break through 
them all ; they have as much pleasure in cheating a 
father and mother as in cheating at cards. 

Peach. Why, Polly, I shall soon know if you are 
married, by Macheath's keeping from our house. 

AIR.— POLLY. 

•^ Grim king of the ghosts,*' &c. 

Can love be controWd by advice ? 

Will Cupid our mothers obey ? 
Though my heart were as frozen as ice. 

At hisjlame 'twould have melted away. 
When he kiss'd me, so stvetily he press* d^ 

* Twos so sweat that I mud have complied^ 
So I thought it both safest and best 

To marry for Jear you should chide. 

Mrs, P, Then all the hopes of our family are gone, 
for ever and ever ! 
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Peach. And Macheath may hang his father and 
mother-iiiolaw, in hopes to get into their daughter's 
fortune. 

'PoUjfm I did not marry him^ (as 'tis the fashion) 
GOoUy and deliberately^ for honour or money— »but 
1 lore him. 

Mrs* P. Love him ! worse and worse ! I thought 
the ^rl had been bettef bred. Oh husband ! husband! 
her fbllr makes me mad ! my head swims ! Tm dis* 
tncted ! I can't support myself Oh ! {^Faints, 

Peach. See, wench, to what a condition you have 
reduced your poor mother ! A glass of cordial this 
instant ! How the poor woman takes it to heart ! 
[Polly goes out, and returns with ft.] Ah, hussy ! now 
this is the only comfort your mother has left. 

Polly. Give her another glass, sir ; my mamma 
drinks double the quantity whenever she is out of 
order. This, you see, fetches her. 

Mrs. P, The girl shows such readiness, and so much 
concern, that I almost could find in my heart to for* 
give her. 

AIR. 

" O Jenny, O Jenny, where hast thou been V 

Polly, you might have toy*d and kissed : 
By keeping men off" you keep them on. 

Polly. But he so teased me. 
And he so pleased me. 
What I did you must have done. 

Mrs. P. Not with a highwayman — you sorry slut. 

Peach, A word with you, wife. *Tis no new thing 
fora wench to take a man without consent of parents. 
You know 'tis the frailty of woman, my dear ! 

Mrs. P. Yes, indeed, the sex is frail ; but the first 
time a woman is frail, she should be somewhat nice 
methinks^ for then or never is her time to make her 
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fortune : after that she hath notliing^' to do but to 
guard herself from being found out, and she may do 
what she pleases. . . 

Peach. Make yourself a little easy ; I have a 
thought shall soon set all matters again to rights. 
Why so melancholy, Polly ? since what is done csn- 
not be undone^ we must endeavour to make the best 
of it- 

Mrs. P. Well; Polly, as for as one woman caik €m^ 
give another, I for^ve thee.— Your father is too foiui 
of you, hussy. 

Polly, Then all my sorrows are at an end. 

Mrs. P. A mighty likely speech in troth for a 
wench who is just married ! 

AIR.— POLLY. 

** Thomas, I cannot^" &c. 

1 Uke a ship in storms iioas toss*df 

Yet afraid to put into land. 
For seized in the port the vessel^ s lost 
Whose treasure is contraband. 
The tvaves are laid^ 
My duty^s paid ; 
Ojoy beyond expression ! 
Thus safe ashore 
I ask no more; 
My alTs in my possession. 

Peach, I hear customers in t'other room ; go talk 
with them, Polly 3 but come again as soon as they are 
gone. — ^But hark ye, child, if 'tis the gentleman who 
was here yesterday about the repeating watch, say 
you can't get intelligence of it till to-morrow, for I 
lent it to 8ukey Straddle, to make a figure with to- 
night at a tavern in Drury-lane. If t'other gentleman 
culls for the silver-hiltcd sword, you know beetle- 
browed Jemmy hath it on, and he doth not come 
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from Tanbridge till Tuesday night, so that it cannot 
be bad till then. [^Exit Polly.]] Dear v/ife, be a 
little pacified ', don't let your passion run away with 
your senses : Polly, I grant you, hath done a rash 
thing. 

Mrs. P. If she had had only an intrigue with the 
fellow, why the very best families have excused and 
luiddled up a frailty of that sort. *Tis marriage, 
husband, that makes it a blemish. 

. Peach. But money, wife, is the true fuller s earth 
for reputations 3 there is not a spot or stain but what 
it<:an take out. 1 tell you, wife, I can make this 
niatoh^turn to our advantage. 

Mrs, P. I am very sensible, husband, that Captain 
Macheath is worth money, but 1 am in doubt whether 
^e hath not two or three wives already, and then, if 
be«hould die in a session or two^ Polly's dower would 
come into dispute. 

Peach, That indeed is a point which ought to be 
considered. The lawyers are bitter enemies to those 
in our way ; they don't care that any body should 
get a clandestine livelihood but themselves. 

Enter Polly. 

Polii/. *Ty[Ba only Nimming Ned : he brought in 
a damask window-curtain, a hoop-petticoat, a pair 
of silver candlesticks, a perwig,and one silk stock- 
ing from the fire that happened last night. 

Peach, There is not a fellow that is cleverer in his 
^ay, and saves more goods out of the fire, than Ned. 
But now, Polly, to your afiair ; for matters must not 
be as they are. You are married then, it seems ? 

Polli/. Yes, sir. 

Peach. And how do you propose to live, child ? 

Pollj/, Like other women, sir 3 upon the industry 
of my husband. 

3/r*. P, What! is the wench tum'd fool } a high- 
wayman's wife, like a soldier's, hath as 4ittle of his 
pay as of his company. 
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JRoocil. And had not you the common views of a 
gentlewoman in vour marriage^ PoUy ? 

Polfy. I don't know wliat you mean, air. 

Peach. Of a jointure, and of being a widow. 

PoUy. But I love him, sir : how then could I haTe 
thoughts of parting with him ? 

Peack. Flying with him ! why that is the whole 
scheme and intention of all marriage artides. The 
comfortable estate of widowhood is the only hope 
that keeps up a wife's spirits* Where is the womaa 
who would scruple to fa€ a wife» if she had it in her 
power to be a widow whenever she pleased > If yoa 
have any views of this sort, iPolly, I shaU think the 
miatch not so very unreasonable* 

Polfy. How I dread to hear your advice! yet I 
must beg you to explain yourself. 

Peach. Secure what he hath got, have Mm Jieach'd 
the next sessions, and then at once you are made a 
rich widow. 

Po%. What ! murder the man I love ! the blood 
runs cold at my heart with the very thought of it 1 

Peach. Fie, Polly ! what hath murder to do in the 
affair } Since the thing sooner or later must happen, 
I dare say that the captain himself would like that we 
should get the reward for his death sooner than a 
stranger. Why, Polly, the captain knows that as 
'tis his employnient to rob, so *tis ours to take rob- 
bers ; every man in his business : so that there is no 
malice in the case. 

Mrs. P. To have him peached is the only thing 
could ever make me forgive her. 

AIR. — POLLY. 

'* Now ponder well, yo parents dear." 

Oh pander toell! he not severe; 

So save a xoretched tvtfe : 
For on the rope that hangs my dear. 

Depends poor Pollys life. 
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Mft.Pm But your duty to your parents, hussy, 
obUges you to hang him. What would many a wife 
give for such an opportunity ! 

PMjf, What is a jointure, what is widowhood, to 
me? I know my heart ; I cannot suryive him. Thus^ 
sir^ it will happen to your poor Polly. 

Mr9. P. What ! is the fool in love in earnest then ? 
I hate thee for being particular. Why, wench, thou 
«rt a shame to thy very sex ! 

Polly. But hear me, mother — if you ever loved— 

Mrs. P. Those cursed play books she reads have 
been her ruin ! One word more, hussy, and I shall 
knock your brains out, if you have any. 

Peach. Keep out of the way, Polly, for fear of 
mischief, and consider of what is proposed to you. 

Mrs, P. Away, hussy. Hang your husband, and 
be dutiful. [Polly listens,'] The thing, husband, 
must and shall be done. If she will not know her 
duty, we know ours. 

Peach. But really, my dear, it erieves one's heart 
to take off a great man. When I consider his per- 
sonal bravery, his fine stratagems, how much we have 
ali'eady got by him, and how much more we may get, 
methinks I can't find in my heart to have a hand in 
his death : I wish you could have made Polly under- 
take it. 

Mn. P. But in case of necessity — our own lives 
are in danger. 

Peach. Then indeed we must comply with the 
customs of the world, and make graUtude give way 
to interest — He shall be taken off. 

Mr9. P. I'll undertake to manage Polly. 

Peach, And 1*11 prepare matters for the Old Bailey. 
{^Exeunt Peachum and Mas. Peachum. 

PoUy. Now I'm a wretch indeed ! — ^Methinks I see 
him already in the cart, sweeter and more lovely than 
the nosegay in his hand ! — I hear the crowd extolling 
his resolution and intrepidity!—! see him at the tree ! 
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the whole circle are in teard ! — ^What then ivill 
come of Polly } — ^As yet I may inform him of t 
design^ and aid him in his escape^ — It shall besc 
But then he flies^ absents himself, and I bar m) 
from his dear, dear conversation ! that too will 
tract me. — If he keeps out of the way, my papa 
mamma may in time relent, and we may be happ 
If he stays, he is hanged, and then he is lost for ei 
— He intended to lie concealed in my room till 
dusk of the evening. If they are abroad, I'll this 
stant let him out, lest some accident should pre^ 
him. 

Enter Macheath. 

AIR. 

" Rretty parrot, say,'* &c. 

Mac. Pretty Polly, say. 

When I was afmay. 
Did yhwjdncy never stray 
7(9 some newer lover ? 

Polly. fFithout disguise^ 

Heaving sighs^ 
Doting eyes. 
My constant heart discover. 
Fondly let me loll I 

Mac. O pretty, pretty Poll! 

Polly, And are you as fond of me as ever, my d< 
Mac, Suspect my honour, my courage, suspect 

thing but my love. — May my pistols miss fire, 

my mare slip her shoulder white I am pursue 

ever I forsake thee ! 

Polly. Nay, my dear ! I have no reason to d< 

you, for I find, in the romance you lent me, non 

the great heroes were false in love. 
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• - » - 

AIR.— ^MACHEATH. 

** Pray, fair one, be kind.** 

Ml/ heart toas sojreey 

It roved like the bee. 
Till Polly my jpasnon requited; 

Isipt eachfio^ooery 

Icnanged evry hour^ 
But here ev^ryjt&uor is united, 

Polly, Were you sentenced to transportation, sure, 
^y dear, yofa could not leave me behind you — could 
you? 

Mac. Is there any power, any force, that could 
^^&r me from thee } You might sooner tear a pension 
^Ut of the hands of a courtier^ a fee from a lawyer, 
^ pretty woman from a looking-glass, or any woman 
^^m <)uadrille-«*But to tear me from thee is im- 
possible i 

AIR. 

'* Over the hills and far away." 

^f ac JVere I laid on Greenland's coast. 

And in my arms embraced my lass. 
Warm amidst eternal frost. 

Too soon the half yearns night would pass. 
I'olly. Were i sold on Indian soU, 

Soon as the burning day was closed, 
I could mock the sultry toil 

When on my charmer's breast reposed, 
. Mac Jind I would love you all the day, 
Polly. Every night wotdd kiss and play, 
Mac. If with me you d fondly stray, 
Polly. Over the hills, arid Jar away. 

Polly. Yes, I would go with thee. But oh! 

c 
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ho^ shall I apeak it? I must be torn firom thee! We 
must part ! 

Mac. How! part! 

Po%f We rnust^ we must !-;-My papa and mamma 
are set agaUisi thy life : they now> even now« are in 
search amr iintk^ they are preparing evidence against 
thee ; thy life depeo^ upon a moment ! 



AIR.— *POLLY. 

*^ Gin thou wert my awn thing/* 

Ok ^hai a pain it is to part ! 

Citn^I leave thee, can I leave thee ? 
O, tokQt a pain it is to part / 

Can thy. Polfy^ever Uantthee ? 
But lest death my lave should thwart , 

And bring thee to the fatal carty 
Thus I tear thee from my bleeding heart ! 

Fly hence^ and let me leave thee. 

One kiss^ and then !— one kiss ! — Begone ! — Fare^ 
well ! 

Mac. My hand« my heart, my dear^ is so riveted 
to thine, that I cannot unloose my hold ! 

Polly. But my papa may intercept thee, and then 
I should lose the very glimmering of hope. A few 
weeks^ perhaps, may reconcile us alL Shall thy 
Polly hear from thee ? 

Mae, Must I then go ? 

PoUy. And will not absence change your love ? 

Mac. If you doubt it, let me stay — and be banged. 

PoUy. Oh, how I fear I how I tremble !— Go— but, 
when safety will give you leave, you will be sure tc 
see me again ^ for, till then^ Folly is wretched. 
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AIR. 

'' O the broom/* &c 

Vac 7k ift/«er /Aiir« a sMBing sees. 
Which he*s obliged to pay^ 
With sighs resits it by degrees^ 
And fears 'tts gone for aye. 

PoUy* The hoy thus, wketi his sparrow* sjiown. 
The bird in silence eyes ; 
But soon as out qf sight *tis gone. 
Whines, tohimpers, sobs, and cries, 

[[Exeunt. 



ACT THE SECOND. 



SCEKI I. 

A Tavern near Newgate, 

Jimmy Twitchea, Crookfingsr*d Jack, Wat 
DasARY^ Robin of Baoshot, Njmming Ned, 
Habry Paddington, Mat'-o* the-Mint, Ben 
Budge, and the Rett (>f tffe Gang, at the Table, 
miih Wine^ Brandy, and Tobacco, 

Ben. But pr*ythee. Mat, what is become of thy 
brother Tom ? I have nut seen him since my return 
from transportation. 
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Mat. Poor brother Tom had an accident^ this time 
twelvemonth^ and so dever made a fellow as he was, 
I could not save him from these stealing rascals, the 
surgeons; and now^ poor man^ he is among the 
otamies, at Surgeons' Hall. 

Ben. So^ it seems, his time Was come. 

Jemmy. But the present time is ours, and nobody 
alive hath more. Why are the laws lefVelled at us ? 
are we more dishonest than the rest of mankind ? 
What we win, gentlemen, is our own^ by the law 
of arms^ and the right of conquest. 

Jack, Where shall we find such another set of 
practical philosophers, who« to a man« are above the 
Tear of death ? 

Wat, Sound men and true ! 

Robin. Of tried courage^ and indefatigable in- 
dustry ! 

Ntd. Who is there here that would not die for 
his friend ? 

Harry. Who is there here that would betray him 
for his interest ? 

Mat. Show me a gang of courtiers that can say 
as much. 

Ben, We are for a just partition of the world j for 
every man has a right to enjoy life. 

Mat, We retrench the superfluities of mankind. 
The world is avaricious, and I hate avarice. A 
covetous fellow, like a jackdaw, steals what he was 
never made to enjoy, for the sake of hiding it. These 
are the robbers of mankind ; for money was made 
for the free-hearted and generous : and where is the 
injury of taking from another what he hath not the 
heart to make use of?. 

Jemmy. Our several stations for the day are fixed. 
Good luck attend us all ! Fill the glasses ! 
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AIR« — MAT. 

" Fill cv'ry glass," &c. 

Pill ev*ry gl(us,Jar wine inspires tis^ 
Andj^res us, 
, IVUk courage^ love, and joy. 
Women anamne should life empUty ; 
Is there aught else on earth desirous f 

Chorus. Fill ev*ry glass, ifc. 

Enter Macheath. 

Mae. Gentlemen, well met ; my heart hath been 
with you this hour, but an unexpected affair hath 
detained me. No ceremony^ I bc^ you ! 

Mat* We were just breaking up, to go upon duty. 
Am I to have the honour of taking the air with you, 
sir, this evening, upon the heath } 1 drink a dram, 
now and then, with the stage-coachmen, in the way 
of friendship and intelligence; and I know that, 
abou^ this time, there wiU be passengers upon the 
western road, who are worth speaking with. 

Mac* 1 was to have been of that party— but — 

Mat. Bnt what, sir ? 

Mac. Is there any one that suspects my courage ? 

Mai* We have all been witnesses of it. 

Mac, My honour and truth to the gang? 

Mat. I'll be answerable for It. 

Mac. In the division of our booty, have I ever 
shown the least marks of avarice or injustice ? 

Mat, By these questions, something seems to have 
niflted you* Are any of us suspected i 

Mac. I have a fixed confidence, gentlemen, in you 
all, as men of honour, and as such I value and re- 
spect you* Feachum is a man that is useful to us. 

M(^, Is he about to play us any foul play ? I'll 
shoot him through the head. 

Ci 
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Mac. I beg you, gentlemen^ act with conduct and 
discretion. A pbtolis your last resort. 

Mat He knows nothing of this meeting. 

Mac. Business cannot go on without him : he is & 
man who knows the wond, aud.isanec^saryagent 
to us. We have had a slight difference, and» till it 
is accommodated, I shall be obliged to keep out of 
his way. Any private dispute of mine shall be of 
no ill consequence to my friends. You must continue 
to act under his direction $ for, the moment we 
break loose from him, our gang is ruined. 

Mat. He is, to us, of great convenience. 

Mac. Make him believe I have quitted the gang, 
which I can never do but with life. At our private 
quarters I will continue to meet you. A week, or 
so, will probably reconcile us. 

Mat. Your instructions shall be observed. *Tid 
now high time for us to repair to our several duties ; 
«o, till the evening, at our quarters in Moorfidds, 
we bid you farewell. 

Mac. I shall wish myself with you. Success at- 
tend you. [^Sits down, melancholy ^ at the Table. 

AIR. — MAT. 

March in Rinaldo, with Drums and Trumpets. 

Let us take the road $ 

Hark! I hear the sound of coaches^ 

The hour of attack approaches. 
To your anns^ brave boy$^ and load. 

See the bail I hold ! 
Let the chemists toil Uke asses. 
Our fire their Jire surpasses. 

And turns all our lead to gold. 

[ The Gang, ranged in the Front of the Stage, 
load their Pistols, and stick them under their 
Girdles, then go off, singing the Jirst Part in 
Chorus. 
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Mac. What a fool is a fond wench ! Polly is inost 
confoundedly bit. I love the sex ; and a man who. 
loves money might as well be contented with one 
guinea, as 1 with one woman. The town, perhaps, 
hath been as much obliged to me for recruiting it 
with free-hearted ladies^ as to any .recruiting officer 
in the army. If it were not for us and the other 
gefttl^men of the sword, Drury-Lane would te un- 
inhabited. 



AIR. — MACHEATH. 

Would you have a young virgin. 



<* 



»» 



If the heart of a man is depressed with cares. 
The mist is dispelTd ivhen a vooman appears 4 
Like the notes of a fiddle, she stveetlt^, sweetly. 
Raises the spirits^ and charms our ears. 
Roses and Cdies her cheeks disclose^ 
But her ripe lips are more sxveet than those; 

Press her. 

Caress hef. 

With blisses. 

Her kisses 
iDissotve us in pletisure and soft repose,, 

I must have Women— there is nothing' unbends the 
xtiiad like them : money is 'not so strong a cordial 
€or the time-— — Drawer I 

JEnter Drawer, 

ts the porter gone for all the ladies, according to my 
directions? 

Drawer. I expect him back every minute: but 
you know> sir, you sent him as far as Uockley-in- 
the-Hole for three of the ladies ; for one in Vinegar 
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YnxAf and for the rest of them, somewhere about 
Lewkner's Lane. Sore some of them are below, for 
I hearthebar bell. As they oome> I wiUsh6wthem 
up. Coming! coming! \^Exii. 

Enter Mas. CoaxbBj Dolly Trull, Mrs. Vixek^ 
Bbtty Doxy^ JbkkyDivbr, Mrs. Slammbkin, 
SuKBY Tawdry^ and Molly Brazen. 

Mac. Dear Mrs. Coaxer, yon are welcome ! you 
loolc charmingly t6*day; I hope you don't want the 
repairs of qutdity« and lay on paint. — Dolly Trull ! 
kiss me^ you slut! are you as amorous as ever, 
hussy? you are always so taken up with stealing 
hearts, that you don't allow yourself time to steal 
any thing else. — Ah« Dolly! thou wilt ever be a 
coquette. — ^Mrs* Vixen, I'm yours I I always loved a 
woman of wit and spirit } they make charming mis- 
tresses, but plaguy wives.— Betty Doxy ! come hither, 
hussy : do you drink as hard as ever } you had better 
stick to good wholesome beer, for^ in troth, Betty, 
strong waters will, in time, ruin your constitution : 
you should leave those to your betters. — ^What ! and 
my pretty Jenny Diver too ! as prim and demure as 
ever ! there is not any prude, though ever so high 
bred, hath a more sanctified look, with a more mis- 
chievous heart : ah^ thou art a dear, artful hypo- 
crite ! — ^Mrs. Slammekin ! as careless and genteel as 
ever ! all you fine ladies, who know your own beauty, 
affect an undress. — But see ! here's Sukey Tawdry 
come to contradict what I was saying. — ^MoUy 
Brazen! IShe kisses him.'] That's well done! 1 
love a free-hearted wench : thou hast a most agree- 
able assurance, girl, and art as willing.as a turtle^ — 
But hark ! I hear music! ** If music be the food of 
love, play on !** Ere you seat yourselves, ladies, 
what think you of a dance } Come in. 
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Enter Harper. 

¥\aj the French tone that Mrs. Slammekin is so fond 
of. 

A Dances then this Song and Chorus, 

AIR. 

Cotillion . 

Youih*s the season made for joys, 

Lo^ is then our duty; . 
She atone xxiho that emphys, 
JVeU deserves her beauty ^ 
Let^sbegayy 
While toe mayy 
Beauty s aflovner despised in decay. 

Chorus. Youth* s the season^ Sfc* 

Let us drink and sport to-day, 

Ours is not to-morrokv ; 
Love with youth Jlies swi/l away. 
Age is nought but sorrow. 
Dance and sing. 
Time's on the wing. 
Life never kn&vos the return of spring, 

Chorus* ' Let us drink, SfC» 

Mac. Now, pray^ ladies^ take your places. Here, 
drawer, biing us more wine. If any of the ladies 
choose gin, I hope they witi be so free as to ctfll for it. 

Jenny, You look as if you meant me. Wine is 
strong enough for me. Indeed, sir, I never drink 
strong waters but when I have the colic. 

Mac, Just the excuse of the fine ladies 1 "why, a 
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lady of quality is never without the colic I hope, 
Mra. Coaxer^ you have had good success of li^ in 
your visits among the mercers. 
«i Mrv. C. We have so many interiopen | yet, with 
industry, one may still have a little picking. — ^If any 
woman hath more art than another, to be sure 'tis 
Jenny Diver. 

laac. Have done with your compliments, ladies, 
and drink about. You are not so fond of me^ Jenny, 
as you used to be. 

Jenny. 'Tb not convenient^ sir, to show my fond*, 
ness among so many rivals. 'Tis your own choice, 
and not the warmth of my inclination, that will de- 
termine you.F— But, to be sure, sir, with so mucl^ 
good fortune as you have had upon the road, yoim 
must be ^own immensely rich. 

Mac, The road, indeed, hath done me justice, bu^ 
the gaming-table hath been my ruin. 

Jenny. A man of courage should never put an^ 
thing to the risk but his life. These are the tools o^ 
a man of honour: cards and dice are only fit fo^ 
cowardly cheats, who prey upon their friends. 

{She takes up his Pistol; >Suk£y Tawdry take^ 
up the other. 

Sukey. lliis, sir, is fitter for your hand. Beside^ 
your loss of money, 'tis a loss to the ladies. Ho\^ 
fond could I be of you ! but, before company, *tis ill- 
bred. 

Mac. Wanton hussies! 

Jenny, I must, and will, have a kiss, to give my 
wine a zest. 

[ They take him about the Neck, and make Sigtis 
to JPeachum and Constables, W/o rush in 

Zon him. 
I seize you, sir, as my prisoner. 
Mac. Was this well done, Jenny ? — Women are 
decoy ducks > who can trust them ? beasts, jades, 
jilts, harpies, furies, whores ! 
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Peoik. Your case, Mr.Macheathj is not particular. 
The greatest heroes have been ruined by women.-f)- 
But^ to do them justice, I must own they are 4 
pretty sort of creatures, if we could trust them. You 
most now, sir, take your leave of the ladies ; and, if 
thi^ have a mind to make you a visit, they will be 
tare to find you at home. This gentieman, ladies, 
lodges in Newgate. Constables, wait upon Uie Cap- 
tain to his lodgings. 



AIR. — MACHEATH. 

'< When first I laid siege to my Chloris.** 

Ai ike tree I skall suffer with pkaiure. 
At the tree I ihall s^fer with pleasure $ 

Lit me go cohere I will. 

In aU kinds ofilly 
Itialijind no such Juries as these are. 

[^Exit M ACHE ATH, guarded "anth PEACHUif 
and Constables ; and the Ladibs of" 
ter^ toiih great Ceremony. 



SCENE II. 



Newgate, 

Enter Lockit, Turnkeys, Machbath^ and 

Constables. 

Lodiit. NoUe Captain, you are welconie! you 
have not been a lodger of mine this year and a half. 
You know the custom, sir j garnish. Captain, gar- 
nish. — ^Hand me down those fetters Uiere. 
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Mac. Those, Mr. Lockit> seem to be the IwBvittt 
of the whcde set. With your leave, I should lite 
the further pair better. 

LocHi* Lookye» Captdn»weknowwhat]sfitteit 
for our prisoners. When a gentleman uses me with 
civility, 1 always do the best I can to please him.— 
Hand them down, I say.^ — We have them of all 
prices, froin one gqinea to ten ; and 'tis fitting efcry 
gentleman should please himself^ 

Mac. I understand you, sir. \^Gix)es MoneV'^ The 
fees here are so ipany^ and so exorbitant, that fiew 
fortunes can bear the expense of getting off hand- 
somely, or of dying like a gentleiuau* 

Lockit, Those, I see, will fit the Captain better.— 
Take down the further pair* — ^Do but examine them, 
sir — ^Never was better' work — How genteelly they 
are made I — They will sit as easy as a glove, and the 
nicest man in England might not be ashamed to 
wear them. [He futs on the Chains.] If I had the 
best gei^t^man, in the land in my custody, I could 
not equip him luore handsomely. And so, sir — I 
now leave you to your private medita,tions. 

lExeunt Lockit, Turnkeys^ and Constables 

AIR.— MACHEATH. 

'* Courtiers, courtiers, think it no harm." 

Man may escape Jrom rope and gun, 

Nayt some have outlived the doctors pill ; 

Jfho takes a xvoman must he undone , 
That basilisk is sure to kill. 

Thejli/t that sips treacle, is lost in tie sxveets. 
So he, that tastes xvoman^ tooman, tuoman. 

He, that tastes tvomany ruin meets. 

To what a woful plight have I brought myself 
Here must I (all day long till 1 am hanged) be con 
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fident to hear the reproaches of a wench, who lays 
ber raid at my door — I am in the custody of her fa- 
ther; and, to be sure, if he knows of the matter^ I 
^hall have a fine time on*t betwixt this and my execu- 
tion.-v-But I promised the wench marriage. — What 
signifies a promise to a woman ? does not man, in 
marriage itself^ promise a hundred things that he 
never means to perform } Do all we can, women 
"Will believe us : for they look upon a promise as an 
excuse for following their own inclinations. — But 
here comes' Lucy^ and I cannot get from her— ^ 
'would I were deaf! 

Enter Lucy. 

Lucif. You base man, you ! — how can you look 
me in the face, after what hath passed between us r 
--Oh, Maeheath! thou hast robbed nqe of my quiet 
-^to see thee tortured woidd give me pleasure. 

AIR. — LUCY. 

** A lovely lass to a friar came.*' 

ThttSf when a food hoiuewife sees a rai 

In her trap tn the morning taken. 
With pleasure her heart goes pit^a-pat. 
In revenge for her loss of bacon. 
Then she throws him 
To the dog or cat, 
To betoorried, crushed, and shaken. 

Mac. Have you no bowels^ no tenderness, my dear 
I^Ucy ! to see a husband in these circumstances ? 

Ltfry. A husband. ! 

Mac. In every respect but the form^ and that, my 
dear, may be said over us at any time.— 'Friends 
should not inuist upon ceremonies. From a man of 
honour his word is as good as his bond. 



D 



,38 THE BBGGAR*S OF£RA. [aCT 

Lucy* It is the pleasure of all 3rou fine mea to 
suit the women you have ruined. 

Mac, The very first opportunity, my dear, ( 
have patience) you shall be my wife in what< 
manner you please. 

Lucy, Insinuating monster ! And so you thiii 
know nothing of the affair of Mi8§ PoUy Peachu 
— -I could tear thy eyes out. 

Mac. Sure, Lucy^ you can*t be such a fool as tx 
jealous of Polly ! 

Lucy, Are you not married to her^ you brute, yi 

Mac. Married ! very good. '*he wench give 
out only to vex thee, and to ruin me in thy g 
opinion. 'Tis true I go to the house, I chat with 
girl, I kiss her, I say a thousand things to her (a 
gentlemen do) that mean nothing, to divert mys 
and now the silly jade hath set it about that I 
married to her, to let me know what she would b< 
Indeed, my dear Lucy! those violent passions ) 
be of ill consequence to a woman in your condit 

Lucy. Clome, come, captain, for all your assura 
you know that Miss Polly hath put it out of 3 
power to do me the justice you promised me. 

Mac, A jealous woman believes every thing 
passion suggests. To convince you of my sincei 
if we can find the ordinary, 1 shall have no scru 
of making you my wife; and I know the co 
quence of having two at a time. 

Lucy, That you are only to be hanged, and sc 
rid of them both. 

Mac. I am ready, my dear Lucy ! to give 
satisfaction— if you think there is any in marrl 
— ^What .can a man of honour say more ? 

Luxiy, So then it seems you are not marrie< 
Miss Polly.? 

Mac. You know, Lucy, the girl is prodigio 
conceited : no man can say a civil thing to her. 
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(like other fine ladies) her vanity makes her think 
he's her own for ever and ever. 

AIR. 

*' The Sun had loosed his weary teams.'* 

Thejirst time at the looking-glass 

The mother sets her daughter^ 
The image strikes the smilivg lass 

With self-love ever after. 
Each time she looks, she, fonder grown^ 

Thinks every charm groxvs stronger ; 
But, alas, vain maid ! all eyes hut your own 

Can see you are not younger, 

When women consider their own beauties, they are 
all alike unreasonable in their demands ; for they 
expect their lovers should like them as long as they 
like themselves. 

Lucy, Yonder is my father Perhaps this way 

We may light upon the ordinary, who shall try if you 
will be as good as your word— — for I long to be 
made an honest woman. {^Exeunt. 

Enter Peachum and Lockit, with an Account Book. 

Lockit. In this last affair, brother Peachum, we 
are agreed. You have consented to go halves in 
Macheath. 

Peach. We shall never fall out about an execu- 
tion. But as to that article, pray how stands your 
last year's account ? 

Lockit. If you will run your eye over it, you'll 
find 'tis fair and clearly stated. 

Peach. This long arrear of the government is very 
hard Upon us. Can it be expected that we should 
luing our acquaintance for nothing, when our betters 
will hardly save theirs without being paid for it ? Un- 
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less the people in employment pay better^ I promise 
them for the future I shall let other rogues live be- 
side their own. 

Lockit. Perhaps, brother, they are afraid those 
matters may be carried too far. We are treated too 
by them with contempt, as if our profession were 
not reputable. 

Peach. In one respect indeed our employn>ent may 
be reckoned dishonest, because^ like great statesmen, 
we encoura^ those who betray their friends. 

Lockit, Such language, brother, any where else 
might turn to your prejudice. Learn to be more 
guarded, I beg you. 

AIR. LOCKIT. 

" How happy are we,*' &c. 

JFhcn you censure the age. 

Be cautious and sage, 
Lest the courtiers offended should be; 

If you mention vice or bribe, 

* 7 is so pat to all the tribe, 
Each cries — That teas levelled at me. 

Peach. Here's poor Ned Clincher's name, I see: 
sure, brother Lockit, there was a little unfair proceed- 
ing in Ned's case ; for he told me in the condemned 
hold, that, for value received, you had promised him 
a session or two longer without molestation. 

^Lockit, Mr. Peachum — this is the first time my 
honour was ever called in question. 

Peach, Business is at an end — if once we act dis- 
honourably. 

Lockit, Who accuses me > 

Peach. You are warm, brother. 

Lockit. He thai attacks my honour, attacks my 

livelihood and this usage^^sir — is not to be 

borne. 
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Pe0ci, Sinoe you provoke me to speak — ^I must 
;eU you too^ that Mrs. Coaxer charges you with de- 
rrauding her of her information money for the ap- 
prehendiog of Cnrl-pated Hugh. Indeed^ indeed^ 
orotber^ we must punctually pay our spies^ or we 
Ul^li have no information. 

Lockit. Is this language to me^ sirrah-*-who have 
saved you from the ^lows> sirr^ ! 

[Collaring each other. 

Peach, If I am hanged^ it sh^ be fbr ridding the 
world of an arrant rascal. 

Lockit, This hand shall do the office of the halter 
you deserve, and throttle you you dog ! 

Peach, Brother^ brother — we are both in the wrong 
— we shall be both losers in the dispute— for you 
know we have it in our power to hang each other. 
You should not be so passionate. 

Lockit. Nor you so provoking. 

Peach. 'Tis our mutual interest, 'tis for the in- 
terest of the world, we should agree. If I said any 
thing, brother, to the prejudice of your character, I 
ask pardon. 

Lockit. Brother Peachum — I can forgive as well 

as resent Give me your hand^ suspicion does 

not become a friend. 

Peach. 1 only meant to give you occasion to justify 
yourself. But I must now step home, for I expect 
the gentleman about this snuff-box that Filch nimmed 
two nights ago in the Park. I appointed him at 
this hour. iExit, 

Enter Lucy. 

Lockit, Whence come you, hussy ) 
Lucy, My tears might answer that question. 
Lockit. You have been whimpering and fondling 
Mke a spaniel, over the fellow that hath abused you. 

D 2 
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Lucy. One can*t help love $ one can't cure it *Tis 
not in my power to obey you and hate him. 

Lochit. Learn to bear your husband^s death like 
a reasonable woman ; 'tis not the fashion now*a-days 
so much as to affect sorrow upon these occasions. 
No woman would ever marry if she had not the 
chance of mortality for a release. Act like a woman 
of spirit^ hussy^ and thank your father for what he 
is doing. 

AIR. — LUCY, 

*^ Of a noble race was Shenkin.'* 

It then his Jute decreed^ sir^ 

Such a man can I think of quitting? 

When first %Joe met, so moves meyety 
O see hoto my heart is splitting ! 

Lockit, Look ye, Lucy, there is no saving hina — 
so 1 think you must even do like other widows — 
buy yourself weeds, and be cheerful. 

AIR. — LOCKIT. 

You'll thinks ere many days ensue. 

This sentence not severe f 
I hang your husband, child, ^tis true^ 

But with him hang your care. 
Tvoang dang dillo dee. 

Like a good wife, go moan over your dying hus- 
band ', that, child, is your duty — Consider, girl, you 

can't have the man and the money too so make 

yourself as easy as you can, by getting all you can 
from him. * [£.«•//. 

Enter Macheath. 
Lucy. Though the ordinary was out of the way 
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kh-dajy I hope, my dear, you will, upon the^first op- 
portunity^ quiet my scruples. — Oh, sir ! my father's 
bard heart is not to be softened, and I am in the 
iitmoet despair. 

Mac* But if I could raise a small sum ^would 

not twenty §^ineas, think you, move him ? — Of all 
mhe arguments in the way of business, the perquisite 
is the most prevailing. — ^Money, well-timed, and 
properly applied, will do any thing. 

iMCtf, What love or money can do shall be done ; 
' for all my comfort depends upon your safety. 

Enter Polly. 

Polly. Where is my dear husband ? — Was a rope 

ever intended for this neck? Oh Jet me throw 

my arms about it, and throttle thee with love !— 
Why dost thou turn away from me ? — *tis thy Polly 
—'tis thy wife. 

Mac, Was ever such an unfortunate rascal as I 
am ! 

Lucy, Was there ever such another villain ! 

Polly, Oh, Macheath ! was it for this we parted ? 
Taken ! imprisoned! tried ! hanged !— Cruel reflection! 
ril stay with thee till death no force shall tear 
thy dear wife from thee now. — ^What means my love? 
—not one kind word ! not one kind look !— Think 
what thy Polly suffers to see thee in this condition ! 

Mac. I -must disown her. ^^Aside], The wench is 
distracted ! 

Lucy, Am I then bilked of my virtue ? Can I have 
no reparation ? Sure men were born to lie, and wo- 
man to believe them ! Oh villain ! villain ! 

Polly, Am I not thy wife ? — Thy neglect of me, 
•ihy aversion to me, too severely proves it. — Look on 
me — Tell me, am I not thy wife ? 

Lucy. Perfidious wretch ! 

Polly* Barbarous husband ! 
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£ttcy. Uadst ihou been haoged five nu>ntb8 ago, 
I had been happy. 

PoUi/, If you had been kind to me till deaths it 
would not have vexed me'— and that's no very unr 
reasonable request (though from a wife) to a man 
who hath not above seven or eight days to live. 

Luctf. Art thou^ then, married to another ? Hasfe 
thou two wives, monster ? 

Mac, If women's tongues can cease for an answer 
•—hear me. 

Ltlcu. I won't* — Hesh and blood can't bear my 
usage! 

Polly, Shall not I claim my own ? Justice bids n^e 
speak. 

AIR. — MACHEATH. 

" Have you heard of a frolicsome ditty?" 

How happy could I he with either^ 
fVere toother dear charmer away / 

But^ tohileye thus tease me together. 
To neither a word will I say ; 
Bui toll de rollf S^c. 

Polly, Sure^ my dear, there ought to be some pre- 
ference shown to a wife — at least she may claim the 
appearance of it. He must be distracted with mis- 
fortunes, or he could not use me thus. 

Lucy. Oh villain ! villain ! thou hast deceived me ! 
— I could even inform against thee with pleasure. — 
Not a prude wishes more heartily to have facts 
against her intimate acquaintance^ than I now wish 
to have facts against thee. I would have her satis- 
faction^ and they should all out. 
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AIR. 

" Irish trot." 

Mly. Ftn bubbled. 

Lucy. Fm bubbled, 

Polly. Oh, koto Fm troubfed! 

Lncy. Bamboozled and bit! 

Polly. My distresses are doubled, 

I'Qcy. When yoti come to the tree, should the hangman 

refuse, 
These fingers, ivith pleasure, could fasten the 

noose. 
Polly. Pm bubbled, <^c. 

Mac, Be pacified, my dear Lucy — this is all a 
fetch of Polly's, to make me desperate with you, in 
case 1 get off. If I am hanged, she would fain have 
the credit of being thought my widow. — ^Really, 
I^olly, this is no time for a dispute of this sort 5 for 
yhenever you are talking of marriage^ I am think- 
ing of hanging. 

Polly. And hast thou the heart to persist in dis- 
owning me ? 

Mac. And hast thou the heart to persist in per- 
suading me that I am married ? Why, Polly, dost 
thou seek to aggravate my misfortunes? 

Lucy. Really, Miss Peach um, you do but expose 
yourself 5 besides, 'tis barbarous in you to worry a 
gentleman in his circumstances. 

AIR,— POLLY. 

Cease your funning^ 

Force or cunning 
Never shall my heart trepan; 

411 these sallies 

Are but malice. 
To seduce my constant man. 
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'Tis most certain^ 

By theirjlirting^ 
Women oft have envy shown ; 

Fleas il to ruin 

Others* wooing^ 
Never happy in their own ! 

Decency, madam^ methinks^ might teach you to be* 
have yourself with some reserve to the husbandi 
while his wife is present. 

Mac, But, seriously, Polly^ this is carrying thi 
joke a little too far. 

Lucy, If you are determined, madam, to raise s 
disturbance in the prison, I shall be obliged to seni 
for the turnkey to show you the door. I am sorry 
mudam, you force me to be so ill bred. 

Polly. Give me leave to tell you, madam, thes 
forward airs don't become you in the least, madam 
and my duty, madam, obliges me to stay with m 
husband, madam. 



AIR. 

" Goo<l morrow. Gossip Joan." 

Lucy. Why, how now. Madam Flirt? 
If you thus must chatter. 
And are for flinging dirt, 
Let's try who best can spatter, 

Madam Flirt! 
Polly. IVhy, how noxv, sauof Jade? 
Sure, the wench is tipsy! 
Haw can you see me made [^To hii 

I'he sc^ of such a gipsyf 

Saucy jade! [To h 



SCEITB II.3 THK BEOGAR's OPERA. 47 

EnUr Peachum. 

Peach. Where's my wench? Ah, hussy, hussy! — 
Come home> you slut ! and when your fellow is 
hanged, hang yourself, to make your family some 
amends. 

Polly. Dear, dear father! do not tear me from 
him. — ^I must speak — 1 have more to say to him. — 
Oh, twist thy fetters about me, that he may not 
haul me from thee ! 

Peach. Sure, all women are alike! if ever they 
commit one follj, they are sure to commit another^ 
by exposing themselves. — Away — not a word more. 
**^You are my prisoner, now, hussy. 

AIR. — POIrLY. 

" Irish howl." 

No p&to'r on earth can e*er divide 
The knot that sacred love hath tied. 
When parents drato against our mind. 
The true loves knot they faster bind. 

Oh, oh, ray, oh Amhorah — Oh, oh, Sfc. 
^Holding Mac HEATH, Pea chum pulling her, — 

^Exeunt Peachum and Polly. 

Mac. I am naturally compassionate, wife, so that 
^ could not use the wench as she desen^ed, which 
^ade you, at first, suspect there was something in 
^hat she said. 

Lucy. Indeed, my dear, I was strangely puzzled! 
Mac. If that had been the case, her father would 
never have brought me into this circumstance— No, 
Lucy, I had rather die than be false to thee ! 

Lucy. How happy am I, if you say this from your 
heart; for I love thee so, that I could sooner bear to 
see thee hanged, than in the arms of another. 



48 THE beggar's opera* [a<:tii. 

Mac. But couldst thou bear to see me hanged? 

Luci/, Oh, Macheath ! I could never live to see 
that day ! 

Mac. You see, Lucy, in the account of love, you 
are in my debt. — ^Make me, if possible, love thee 
more, and let me owe my life to thee. — ^If you re- 
fuse to assist me, Peachum, and your father, will im- 
mediately put me beyond all means of escape. 

Lvcy, My father, I know, hath been drinking 
liard with the prisoners, and 1 fancy he is now taking 
his nap in his own room. — If I can procure the keys, 
shall I go off with thee, my dear? 

Mac, If we are together, 'twill be impossible to 
lie concealed. As soon as the search b^ns to be a ^ 
little cool, I will send to thee ; till then^ my heart is ' 
thy prisoner. 

Luci/. Come then, my dear husband, owe thy life 
to me; and, though you love me not, be gratefuL— 
But that Polly runs in my head strangely. 

Mac, A moment of time may make us unhappy 
for ever. 

air. LUCY. 

" The Lass of Patie's MiU." 

/ like the fox shall grieve, 

Whose mate hath Uft her side; 
Whom hounds^ from morn to ece, 

Chase o'er the country roide. 
Where can my lover hidef 

Where cheat the wary pack ? 
If love he not his guide^ 

He never will come back. [Exeunt 
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ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE I. 

Newgate. 

LocxiT, Lucy. 

LocMt. To be sure^ wench^ you must have been 
aiding and abetting to help him to this escape ? 

Lucy, Sir, here hath been Peachum, and his 
'daughter Folly^ and, to be sure^ they know the ways 
of Newgate as well as if they had been bom and 
bred in the place all their lives. Why must all your 
suspicion light uj)on me ? 

LocJcit. Lucy, Lucy, I will have none of these 
shuffling answers ! 

Lucy, Well then, if I know any thing of him, I 
wish 1 may be burned ! 

Lockit, Keep your temper, Lucy, or I shall pro- 
nounce you guilty. 

Lucy. Keep yours, sir — I do wish I may be 
burned, I do 5 and what can I say more to convince 
you } 

Lockit, Did he tip handsomely? — How much did 
he come down with ? Come, hussy, don't cheat your 
father, and I shall not be angry with you — ^Perhaps 
you have made a better bargain with him than I 
could have done — How much, my good girl } 

Lvcy, You know, sir, I am fond of him, and 
would have given money to have kept him with roe. 

Lockit, Ah, Lucy! thy education might have put 
thee more upon thy guard ; for a girl in the bar of 
an ale-house is always besieged. 

Lucy. If you can forgive me, sir, I will make a 
fair confession ; for, to be sure, he hath been a most 
barbarous villain to me! 

K 
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Lockit. And so you have let him escape^ hussy- 
have you? 

Ltici/. When a woman loves, a kind look^ a tender 
word, can persuade her to any thing, and I could ask 
no other bribe. Notwithstanding all he swore, I am 
now fully convinced that Polly Peachum is actually 
his wife — ^Did I let him escape^ fool that I was! to go 
to her? Polly will wheedle herself into his money; 
and then Peachum will hang him^ and cheat us both. 

Lockit, So I am to be ruined, because, forsooth, 
you must be in love ! — A very pretty excuse ! 

Lucy, I could murder that impudent, happy 
strumpet! — I gave him his life, and that creature 
enjoys the sweets of it— -Ungrateful Macheath ! 

AIR. LUCY. 

*< South Sea Ballad." 

My love is all madness and Jolly ; 

Alone I lie. 

Toss, tumble, and cry. 
What a happy creature is Polly! 
Was e*€r such a toretch as I? 
With rage, I redden like scarlet, 
That my dear inconstant varlet. 

Stark blind to my charms. 

Is lost in the arms 
Of that jilt, that inveigling harlot I 

Stark blind to my charms, 

Is lost in the arms ' 
Of that jilt, that inveigling harlot I 
This, this my resentment alarms. 

Lockit. And so, after all this mischief, I must stay 
here to be entertained with your caterwauling, 
Mistress Puss! — Out of my sight, wanton strumpet! 
-—You shall fast, and mortify yourself into reason, 
with, now and then, a little handsome discipline, 
to bring you to your senses.— Go! — [Exit Lvcy.] 
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Peachnm^ then, intends to outwit me in this aAur» 
bat I'll be eren with him ! — ^The dog is leaky in his 
liquor^ so I'll ply him that way, get the secret 
from him^ and tarn this affair to my own advan- 
tage. Lucy! 

Enter Lucy. 

Are there any of Peachum's people now in the house ? 

Ltuiy. Filch, sir, is drinking a quartern of strong 
waters, in the next room, with Black Moll. 

LockiL Bid him come to me, \^Exit, 

Enttr Filch. 

]Why, boy, thou lookest as if thou wert half starved, 
^ — ^like a shotten herring. — But, boy, canst thou tell 
xue where thy master is to be found ? 

Filch. At his lock, sir, at the Crooked Billet. 

Lockit. Very well — I have nothing more with 
"jrou. {^Exit Filch.] TU go to him there, for I have 
many important affairs to settle with him, and in the 
^^ay of those transactions 1*11 artfully get into his 
secret — so that Macheath shall not remain a day 
longer out of my clutches. [Exit. 

Enter Lucy. 

Lucy. Jealousy, rage, love, and fear, are at once 
tearing me to pieces. How am I weather-beaten and 
shattered with distresses ! 

AIE, LUCY. 

" One evening having lost my way." 

Fm like a skiff on the ocean tost^ 

Now highy nou) lofv, mth each billoxo borne. 

With her rudder broke and her anchor lost, 
Deterted and all forlorn. 
While thus I He rolling and tossing all nighty 
That Polly lies sporting on seas of delight! 

Revenge, revenge^ revenge^ 
Shall appease my restless sprite. 



52 THE beggar's ofeba. [actiil 

I have the ratsbane ready ^I run no risk ; far I 

can lay her death upon the ^in, and so many die of 
that naturally, that I shall never be called in ques- 
tion — ^But say I were to be hanged— I never could 
be hanged for any thing that would give me greater 
comfort than the poisoning that slut. 

Enter Filch. 

Filch, Madam, here's Miss Polly come to wait 
upon you. 

Lhci/. Show her in. 

Enter Polly. 

Dear madam ! your servant. — ^I hope you will pardon 
my passion when I was so happy to see you last — L 
was so overrun with the spleen^ that I was perfecAjf" 
out of myself 5 and really when one hath the spleen ^ 
every thing is to be excused by a friend. 

AlK. LUCY. 

" Now, Roger, 1*11 tell thee, because thou'rt my son.""^ 

fVhen a tvi/e^s in the pout, 
(As she's sometimes no douhtj 

The good husband, as meek as a lamb, 
Her vapours to still. 
First grants her her tdll. 
And the quieting draught is a dram ; 
Poor man! and the quieting draught is a dram, 

— ^I wish all our quarrels might have so comfortable 
a reconciliation. 

Folly, I have no excuse for my own behaviouf^ 
madam, but my misfortunes — and really, madam, I 
suffer too upon your account. 

Lucj/, But, Miss Polly — in the way of friendship ^ 
will you give me leave to propose a glass of cordial 
to you? 

Polly, Strong waters are apt to give me the head^ 
ache. — I hope, madam, you will excuse me ? 
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lAtcf. Not the greatest lady in the land could have 
in her closet for her own private drinking.-<- 
Ton seem mighty low in spirits^ my dear ! 

Poilly. I am sorry^ madam^ my health will not al- 
low me to accept of your offer 1 should not have 

left you in the rude manner I did when we met last^ 
madam, had not my papa hauled me away so unex- 
pectedly. — ^I was inde^ somewhat provoked, and 
perhaps might use some expressions that were disre- 
spectful — but really, madam, the captain treated me 
with so much contempt and cruelty, that I deserved 
your pity rather than your resentment. 

Lucy. But since his escape, no doubt, all matters 
are made up again— -—Ah Polly ! Polly ! *tis I am 
-the unhappy wife, and he loves you as if you were 
ody his miistress. 

Poify. Sure, madam, you cannot think me so hap- 
py as to be the object of your jealousy ^ man is 

always afraid of a woman who loves him too well — 
So that I must expect to be neglected and avoided. 
Lucy. Then our cases, my dear Polly, are exactly 
alike : both of us indeed have been too fond. In- 
deed, my dear Polly, we are both of us a cup too 
low 3 let me prevail upon you to accept of my offer. 

AIR. — LUCY. 



<€ 



Come, sweet lass.** 



Come, stjoeet lass, 
Lefs banish sorrow 
Till to-morro'w ; 
Come, sweet lass, 
Lefs talce a chirping glass. 
Wine can clear 
The vapours of despair, 
And make us light as air; 
Then drink and banish care. 



1 
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I can*t bear, child, to see you iq such low spirits-^ 
and I must persuade you to what I know will do you 

good 1 shall novir soon be even with the bjrpo- 

critical strumpet. [i4«rfe.— ian'f. 

Polly. All this wheedling of Lucy can't be for 
nothing — at this time too, when I know she hates 
me ! — The dissembling of a woman is always the 
forerunner of mischief — By pouring strong waters 
down my throat she thinks to pump some secrets 
out of me — I'll be upon my guards and won't taste 
a drop of her liquor^ I'm resolved. 

Enter Lucy, toith strong Waters. 

Lucu. Come^ Miss Polly. 

PoUi/. Indeed, child^ you have given yourself trou- 
ble to no purpose — You must, my dear, excuse me. 

Lucy. Keally, Miss Polly, you are as jsqueamishly 
affected about taking a cup of strong waters as a lady 
before company. I vow, Polly, I shall take it mon- 
strously ill if you refuse me. 

Polly, I protest, madam, it goes against me 

What do I see ! Macheath again in custody ! — now 
every glimmering of happiness is lost ! 

l^Drops the Glass of Liquor on the Ground. 

Enter Lockit, Macheath, and Peachum. 

Lockit, Set your heart at rest, captain You 

have neither the chance of love or money for another 
escape, for you are ordered to be called down upon 
youi" trial immediately. 

Peach. Away, hussies ! This is not a time for 

a man to be hampered with his wives you see 

the gentleman is in chains already. 

Lucy. O husband, husband ! my. heart longed to 
see thee, but to see thee thus distracts me ! 

Polly. Will not my dear husband look upon his 
Polly ? Why hadst thou not flown to me for protec- 
tion ? with nic thou hadst been safe. 
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AIR. 

" The last time I came o*er the moor." 

Polly. Hither 9 dear husbandf turn your eyes ! 

Lucy. Bestow one glance to cheer me. 

Polly. Thinky toith that looh^ thy Polly dies. 

Xfucy. Oh, shun me not^ btU hear me / 

Polly. 'Tis Polly sues. 

XfUcy. *Tis Lucy speaks. 

Polly. Is thus true love requited ? 

Lucy. My heart is bursting. 

Polly. Mine^ too, breaks. 

Lucy. Miut I 

PoUy . Must I be slighted ? 

Mac. What would you have me say^ ladies ? You 
see the afiiedr will soon be at an end, without my dis- 
obliging either of you* 

Peach, But the settling of this point. Captain, 
might prevent a law-suit between your two widows. 

AIR. — MACHEATU. 

" Tom Tinker's my true love," &c. 

Which way shall I turn me f how can I decide f 
Wives, the day of your death, are as fond as a bride. 
One wife is too much for most husbands to hear. 
But two at a time, there^s no mortal can bear. 
This way and that way ^ and which way I will, 
What would comfort the one, fother wife would take 
ill. 

Polly . But^ if his own misfortunes have made him 
insensible to mine> a father, sure, will be more com- 
passionate !— 'Dear^ dear sir ! sink the material evi- 
dence, and bring him off at his trial — ^Polly^ upon 
her knees^ begs it of you. 
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AIR.— *POLLY. 

** I am a poor shepherd, undone." 

IFhen my hero in court appears^ 

And stands arrai^*djor his life. 
Then think ^poor Folfy's tears^ 
For ah f poor PoUv's his tvife. 
Like the sailor, he holds up his hand. 

Distress* d on the dashing voave; 
To die a dry death at land 
Is as had as a wa^ry grave. 
And alas, poor Pol^ ! 
Alack, ana toeQ'a-aay ! 
Before I was in love. 

Oh I ev'ry month x»as May. 

Peach. Set your heart at rest, Polly— your 1 
band is to die to-day 5 therefore^ if you are no 
ready provided, ^tis high time to look about foi 
other.— There's comfort for you, you slut ! 

Lochit, We are ready, sir, to conduct you tc 
Old Bailey. 

AIR. — MACIIEATH. 

" Bonny Dundee." 

The charge is prepared, the livasyers are met. 
The judges all ranged; (a terrible show !) 
I go undismayed, for death is a debt — 

A debt on demand^ so take what I owe. 
Then farewell, my love — dear charmers, adieu 
Contented I die — ^tis the better for you. 
Here ends all dispute, for the rest of our lives, 
For this way, at once, f please all my wives. 

Now, gentlemen, I am ready to attend you. 
[Exeunt Peachum, Lockit, Macheath 
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SCENE II. 



The condemned Hold. 



Macheath, in a melancholy Posture. 



AIR. 

" Happy Groves.'* 

Ohy cruel, cruel, cruel case ! 
Must I suffer tins disgrace ? 

AIR. 



»» 



<* Of all the girls that are so smart. 

Of all the friends in time of grief. 

When threatening Death looks grimmer, 

Not one so sure can bring relief. 

As this best friendy a brimmer, [^Drinks. 



AIR. 

" Britons, strike home." 

nee I must swing — I scorn, I scorn to wince or 
xMne, [Rises. 



AIR. 

" Chevy Chace.** 

But now again, my spirits sink, 
rU raise them high ufith mne. 

[Drinks a Glass of Wine. 



AIR. 

'* To old Sir Simon the king." 

But valour the stronger gramSf 
The stronger liquor wire drifJdngy 

And how can toejeel our tooes, 

fV/ien we've lost the troubk qftMnimg t 

[Diinks 



Aia. 

^* Joy to great Cmnr, 
If thus a man can die. 






Much bolder toiih brimdy. 

[Pours out a Bumper of Braiu 

AIB. 

<< Tliere was an old woman/f&c 

So I drink off" this bumper — and no^Ican stand the t^-sif 

And my comrades shall see that I die as brave as 'ik 

best. [Drinks. 

AIR. 

^ Did you ever hear of a gallant sailor V^ 

But can I leave my pretty hussies 
Without one tear, or tender sigh f 

AIR. 

« Why are mine eyes thus flowing V* 

Their eyes, their lipSy their busses, 
Recal my hve-^^Ah ! must I die f 
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AIR. I 

'' Green Sleeves.'' 

Since laws were madejbr every degree. 
To curb vice in others, as toeitas in me, 
I wonder we hdiCt better company 

Upon Tyburn tree. 
Btit gold from law can take out the sting ; 
And if rich men, like us, were to swing, 
^Twotdd thin the land, such numbers to string 

Upon Tyburn tree. 

Enter Gaoler. 

Qaoler, Some friends of yours, Captain, desire to 
"^ admitted — I leave you together. [£«wV. 

Enter Ben Budge and Mat of the Mint. 

Mac. For my having broke prison, you see, gen- 
tlemen, I am ordered immediate execution — The 
sheriflTs officers, I believe, are now at the door. 
That Jemmy Twitcher should 'peach me, I own sur- 
prised me — 'Tis a plain proof that the world is all 
&like, and that even our gang can no more trust 
one another than other people ; therefore, I beg you, 
gentleman, to look well to yourselves, for, in aH 
probability, you may live some months longer. 

Mai. We are all heartily sorry. Captain, for your 
misfortune, but *tis what we must all come to. 

Mac. Peachum and Lockit, you know, are in- 
famous scoundrels — their lives are as much in your 
power, as yours are in theirs — Remember your dying 
^end — 'Tis my last request — Bring those villains to 
the gallows before you, and I am satisfied. 

Mat. .We'll do it. 



i 
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Enter Gaoler. 

Gaoler, Miss Polly and Miss Lucy entreat a word 
with you. lExit. 

Mac. Gentlemen, adieu ! 

lExeunt Ben Budge and Mat oftheUiis'^* 

Enter Lucy and Polly. 

Mac. My dear Lucy ! my dear Polly ! whatsoever 
hath passed between us is now at an end. 

AIR. 

" All you that must take a leap," &c. 

Luc5^ * Would I might he hanor*d ! 

Polly, And I would so too f 

Lucy. To be hanged with you. 

Poll}'. Mv dear, with you. 

Mac. 0/^, Ua^e me to thought lljear, I doubt ! 

I tremble — I droop T—Seey my courage is oif^ 

[Turns up the empty p^^ 
Polly. No token qflovel 
Mac. SeCy my courage is out ! 

[Turns up the empty bottle 
Lucy. No token of love ? 
Polly. Adieu ! 

Lucy. Farewell! 

Mac. But hark ! I hear the toll of the helL 
Chorus. Tol de rol lol, Sfc. 

Gaoler, Four women more^ Captain, with a child 
a-piece. — See, here they come ! 

Enter Women and Children. 

Mac. What ! four wives more ! this is too much — 
Here, tell the sheriff's officers I am ready. [^Exeunt. 
Mob. IfVithln.] A reprieve ! a reprieve ! 
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Enter Macheath^ ifc. 

Mac. Sa, it seems, I am not left to my choice, but 
must have a "wife at last — ^Look ye^ my dears, we 
^Ul have no controversy now— Let us give this day 
to mirth^ and I am sure she, who thinks herself my 
^fe, will testify her joy by a dance. 

AU, Come^ a dance ! a dance ! 

Mac, J^adies, I hope you will give me leave to 

present a partner to each of your and (if I may 

without o£fence) for this time, I take Polly for mine 

— and for life, you slut, for we are really married — 

^ for the rest — ^But, at present, keep your own 

«ecret. [2o Polly. 



A DAKCE. 
AIR. 

" Lumps of pudding," &c. 

Thus, I stand like a Turk, and his doxies around. 
From all sides, their glances his passion confound i 
For black, bruton, andjair, his tnconstancy bumSj 
And the different beauties subdue him by turns: 
Each calls forth her charms, to provoke his desires^ 
Though Xttilling to all, but with one he retires : 
Then think qf this majrim, and put offaU sorrow. 
The wretch ofto-^y may be happy to-morrow, 

CHORUS. 

Then think qfthis maxim, SfC. [Exeunt omnes. 



THE END* 
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REMARKlS. 



oedy was Written by a man of that pecoU 
•f body and mind, which ebabled him to 
linst Uie sickness of the one, ind the sor*' 
I other, for the period of near a hundred 

was bom in Ireland at the very beginning 
;entary, and died in England at the dose 
occupation throughouj; his long life was 
ictor ; though chance, more than indina-^ 
ed his steps towards the stage.- 
•rmance of the Jew, in ** The Merchant of 
8S so perfect a representation of malignant 
ir6 ; so congenial were the countiieiiance 
!8 he gave to this' black character, which 
Ib genius formed, that every other part, m 
ipeared, is seemingly forgotten, in the mi* 
ibrance of aH he did in Shylock. 
author of this con^edy had a capactoua 
ing, this production, as well as hm skill as 
ill testify. His ** Man of the World" could 
tten by one> capable of making the nicest 
I on all he saw there. It is an excellent 
)Iitician8 and eourtierst Sir PertinaX' is the 
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spirit of Lord Chesterfield, embodied, and 
to view as an example to shun, instead of a p 
imitate ; whilst his son speaks sentiments, of 
mon-place truth, but' such as are rarely o 
either in fictitious or real characters, though 
such as every honest heart will expand to 
ledge. 

This play was written many years befor 
pej^&rmed ia London. It first appeared in 
wbe^ifQ it was well received ; but reasons of a 
nature ^vised a delay i|i brining it before a 
a4idp(9npe» that events might perhaps arise ii 
ininistration of public afiairs, so as to favoui 
than iigure, its reception. 

The elevation of Mr Pitt to the high office 
mioialer^-firom which occurrence it was coi 
expected, that all ancient failings in that hi 
department would cease» and ministerial rege 
enjiue— -this seemed the happy era for *' The 
the World/* to be introduced on the stage of 
trppolis. To hold up to detestation vices, 
longer to be tolerated, could give offence tc 
at least to none in power to resent the affroi 

The temper of the times was accurately es 
and this drama, after encountering some va 
iirom a dissatisfied minority, was finally estal 
favourite with the whole town. 

Yet the opposition on the first night of its 
ance was so violent in some scenes, whilst th 
ers of the new miniver were such enthusiast 
rers of those very parts which gave displeasi 
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plaodits and counter-plaudits lengthened the time of 
performance nearly till midnight, before the ayes and 
Ae noes became all of one mind. This wished- for 
^reement was effected by the following line in the 
^ilogue ; which^ after dwelling on the author's great 
*ge| and how much he was esteemed in hb younger 
<byB,addi 



** Then shield your father's favourite to the last.'' 

On this sacred appeal to the memory of their pah 
f^nts, all parties united, and the venerable author 
was hailed with shouts of triumph. 

Bifacklin performed Sir Pertinaic himself, and so 

excellently, that it was imagined he could never be 

aurpassed by any other representative of this Scotch 

pc4itician. Cooke, his successor, has proved the faU 

Itcy of this conjecture. Macklin performed Sir Per- 

tinax most excellently ; but Cooke performs Sir Per- 

^inax with talents as pre-eminent, as Mackh'n dis« 

played above all others in the character of Shylock« 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS 



Lord Lumbercourt 

Sir Pertinax Macsycofhant 

Egerton 

Melville 

Serjeant Eithersids 

Counsellor Plausisle 

Sidney 

TOMLINS 

Sam 

John 



Mr Waddif, 
Mr Cooke. 
Mr C. KemUe^ 
Mr Murrey, 
Mr Davmufortm 
Mr Beverfy* 
Mr BrwUon. 
Mr Abbot. 
Mr Truemanm 
Mr Aiidns* 



Lady Rodolpha Lumbercourt 
Lady Macsycophant 
constantia 
Betty Hint 

Nanny 



Mrs GUyo€r. 
Miss Leserve* 
Miss Brunion. 
Mrs Mattocks. 
Miss Cox. 



SCENE, — Sir Pertinax Macsycophant^ s House, teti 

miles Jrom London. 



THK 

MAN OF THE WORLD. 



ACT THE nRST. 



SCENE I. 

A Idbrary. 

Enter Bbttt nnd Footmak. 

Betiy^ The postman is at the gate, Sam, pray step 
and tak^ in the letters. 

Sam. John the gardener is gone for them, Mrs 
Betty. 

Betty. Bid John bring them to me, Sam ; tell him, 
I'm here in the library. 

Sam. I will send him to your ladyship in a crack, 
madam. [Exit Sam. 

Enter Nanny. 

Nanny, Miss Constantia desires to speak to you, 
Mistress Betty. ' 

Betty* How is she now, Nanny ? Any better ? 

Nanny, Something — but very low-spirited still. I 
verily believe it is as you say. 

Baty. Nay, I would take my oath of it, I cannot 
be deceived in that point, Nanny. Ay, she is cer- 
tainly breeding, depend upon it. 
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Nanny, Why, bo the hotuekeeper thfaiks too. 

Betty. Oh> if she is not, there is no bread in nine 

loaves; nay> I know the fiither, the man that ruined ; 

her. 

Nanny, The deuce you do ! 

Betty* As sure as you are alive, Nanny^ or I 
greatly deceived — And yet I can't be deceived nei- 
Sier.-— Was not that the cook that came galloping 
hard over Uie common just now ? 

Nanny, The same ; how very hard he galloped ! 
has been but three quarters of an hour, he says, con&« 
ing from Hyde Park Comer ! 

Betty. And what time will the ftmily be down ? 

Nanny. He has orders to have dinner ready by fiveb 
There are to be lawyers, and a great deal of company 
here — He fancies there is to be a private wedding to* 
night between our young Master Charles and Lord 
Lumbercourt's daughter, the Scotch Lady; who, he 
says, is just come from Bath, on purpose to be mar* 
ried to him. 

Bitty Ay, Lady Rodolpha ! nay, like enough, for 
I know it has been talked of a good while — Well, go 
tell Miss Constantia, that I will be with her immedi- 
ately. 

Nanny. I shall, Mrs Betty. [Exit Nanny. 

Betty. So! 1 find they all begin to suspect her 
condition : that's pure ; it will soon reach my lady's 
ears, I warrant 

Enter JoiTN, tmth Letters. 

Well, John, ever a letter for me ? 

John. No, Mrs Betty ; but here's one for Miss 
Constantia. 

Betty. Give it me — hum — My lady's hand. 

John. And here is one, which the postman says is 
for my young master — But it ja a strange direction. 
J^ Heads.] To Charles Egerton, Esq. 

Betty, Oh, yes, yes !— that is for Master Charles, 
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John ; for he has dropped his Other's name of Mac- 
Vco{^]8nt» and has taken up that of Egerton. The 
fttrliament has ordered iu 

John* The parliament !—Pr'ythee why so, Mrs 
Betty? 

^ Beity- Why you must know, John,- that my lady, 

Us mother, was an Egerton by her father ; she stole 

i match with our o'd master. Sir Stanley Egerton^ 

Aat you just mentioned, dying an old bachelor, and 

mortally hating our old master, and the whole gang 

of tbq Macsycophants — he left his whole estate to 

blaster Charles, who was his godson ; but on condi- 

ton though that he should drop his father's name of 

flacsycophanty and take up that of Egerton, and that 

^^ the reason, John^ why the parliament has made 

'^Qa change hi^ name. 

^oAir. I am glad that Master Charles has got the 
^tate, however; for he is a sweet-tempered gentleman* 
AUy. As ever lived— But come, John, as 1 know 
Tou love Miss Constantia, and are fond ot being where 
Bhe IB, I will make you happy — You shall carry her 
'etter to her. 

JiJm. Shall l» Mrs Betty ? I am very much obliged 
^o you. Where is she ? 

Betty. In the housekeeper's room, settling the de- 
^ en— -Give me Mr Egerton's letter, and 1 will leave 
^^ on the table, in his dressing room. — 1 see it is from 
^ia brother, Sandy. — So, now go and deliver your 
better to your sweetheart, John. 

John, That 1 will; and I am much beholden to 

3^ ou for the favour of letting me carry it to her ; for 

|>hough she should never have me, yet 1 shall always 

^^ve her, and wish to be near her, she is so sweet a 

^'eature^ — Your servant, Mrs Betty. , [Exit. 

^ Be%. Your servant, John, ha ! ha ! ha ! poor feU 

^^^ 1 lie perfectly dotes on her ; and daily follows her 

^ut, with nosegays and fruit — and the first of every 

^^^ ia the season— Ay, and my young Master 
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Charles tOo, is in as bad a way as the ^arde 
short, etery body loves her» and that i^ one 
why I hate her — for my part I li^onder what th 
the men see in her — ^^A creature that was take 
charity !— I am sure she is not so handsome* 
she was out of the family once ; if she was, 
then stand a chance of being my lady's farou] 
self. Ay, and perhaps of getung one of mj 
mottters for a sweetheart,' or at least the citepla 
as to him, there would be no such great cs 
should gtet him. I will try for him, how^r^r, 
first Step shall be to let the doctor know iilll 
covered about Constantia^s intriffdes with hi 
at Hadley-— Yes, that will do ; ror the doct 
to talk with me> and always.smiles and jolces i 
and he loves to hear me talk — And I verily 
he ! he ! he ! that he has a sneaking kindhesc 
and this story I know will make him have a gi 
nion of my honesty— And that, I sxti sur^ 
one step towards — Oh ! bless me-— here he c 
and my young master with him Pil watcl 
portunity to speak to him, as soon as he U 
for 1 will blow her up^ I am resolved, as gn 
vourite, and as cunning as she is. 

Enier Egerton and Sidney. 

Eger. I have done, sir, — You have refused 
nothing more to say upon the subject— -I am s 

Sid* Come, corner correct this warmth, i 
only weak ihgrefdient in your nature ; and yc 
to watch it carefully* From your earliest yoi 
father hais honoured me with the care of youi 
tion, and the general conduct of your mic 
however singular and morose his behaviour 
towards others, to me he has ever been respe< 
liberals I am now under his roof too— *ana b 
will not abet an unwarrantable passion, in di 
position to your father's hopes aiul happin 
^iame— -you angrily break ftoiametandcaU mi 
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EgeTm Dear Sidney — for my warmth I stand con- 
demned, but for my marriage with Constantia, 1 think 
I can justify it upon every principle of filial duty, 
hoDoor, and worldly prudence. 

SKd. Only make tnat appear, Charles, and you 
know you may command me. 

£fer. I am sensible how unseemly it appears in a 
m« to descant on the unamiable passions of a parent ; 
bot a$ we are alone« and friends, I cannot help ob* 
leiring, in my own defence, that when a father will 
act allow the use of reason to any of his family ;-^ 
when his pursuit of greatness makes him a slave 
sbroad only to be a tyrant at home — and when i|)fere« 
iyto gratify his own ambition, he would marry his 
ion into a family he detests — sure, Sidney, a son thus 
drcumstanced (from the dignity of human nature, 
snd the feelings of a loving heart) has a right— -not 
only to protest against the blindness of the parent, 
but to pursue those measures that virtue and happi- 
neis point out. 

Std. The violent temper of Sir Pertinax, I own, 
ciQttot on many occasions be defended ; but still your 
intended alliance with Lord Lumbercourt— - 

Eger» Oh! contemptible! a trifling, quaint, de- 
bauched, voluptuous^ servile fool, the mere lackey of 
psrty and corruption, who for a mean, slavish, facti- 
ous prostitution of near thirty years, and the ruin of a 
Aobie fortune, has had the despicable satisfaction, and 
the in&mous honour, of being kicked up and kicked 
down — kicked in, and kicked out — just as the inso- 
lence, compassion, or the conveniency of leaders, 
• (Nfedominated ; and now-«*being forsaken 'by all par- 
ties,— his whole political consequence amounts to the 
power of franking a letter, and the right honourable 
pmiiege of not paying a tradesman's bilL 
k SitL Well, but, dear Charles, you are not to wed 
my lord, but his daughter. 
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Sid. And yet, Charles, give me leave to observe. 

It Lady Rodolpha has a goodness of heart, and a 

nd of vivacity, that not only entertains, but, upon 

mag her two or three times, improves upon you, 

nd when her torrent of spirits abates, and she con« 

lescends to converse gravely— you really like her. 

Eger. Why, ay; she is sprightly, good-humoured, 
kn principles, and a good heart* But in a i)artner for 
life, Sidney (you know your own precept— -your own 

K^ciit) affection, capricious in its nature, must 
e something, even in the external manners—— 
B^, in the very mode, not only of beauty but of vir- 
tue itself — which both heart and judgment must ap- 
prove, or our happiness in that delicate point cannot 
oe lasting. 
Sid. 1 grant it. 

tiger. And that mode, that amiable essential, I 
never can meet with — but in Constantia. You sigh ! 
Sid. No, I only wish that Constantia had a fortune 
^ualto yours — but pray, Charles, suppose 1 had been 
^ indiscreet as to have agreed te marry you to Con- 
stantia, would she have consented, think you ? 
Eger. That i cannot say positively ; but I suppose 

Sid. Did you never speak to her then upon that 
•Ubject ? 

Eger. In general terms only : never directly re- 

SUested her consent in form. But I will this very 
foment— for I have no asylum from my father's ar- 
bitrary design, but my Constantia's arms.— Pray do 
^ot stir from hence. I will return instantly. 

[Exit Kgertok. 
Sid. Poor Charles ! he little dreams that I love 
Constantia too ; but to what degree I knew not my- 
*^f} tiil he importuned me to lom their hands— Yes. 
I k)vc, but must not be a rival; for he is dear to rrn 
^ fraternal fondness-^My benefactor^ my friend ! 
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Enter Bbttt, runmng up to him* 

BeUtf. I beg your worabip's pardon for my int 
sion; I bope I do not disturb your reverence. 

Sid. Not in tbe leaM» Mrs Betty. 

Betty. I bumbly beg pardon, sir-4>ut I— I 
wanted to break my mind to your honour about . 
a— a scruple— that-*that lies upon my conscienc 
and indeed I should not have presumed to troi 
you — but that I know you are my young mast 
friend, and my old master's friend, and my lai 
friend, and indeed a friend to the whole family- 
%o give you your due, sir, you are as good a preac 
as ever went into a pulpit. 

^d. Ha ! ha ! ha ! do you think so, Mrs Bet! 

Betty, Ay, in truth do I — and as good a gentlei 
too as ever came into a family, and one that ni 
gives a servant a hard word ; nor that does any 
an ill turn — neither behind one's back, nor be 
one's face. 

Sid. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Why you are a mighty m 
spokeh woman, Mrs Betty : and I am mightily 
holden to you for your good character of me. 

Betty. Indeed, sir, it is no more than^y'ou dete 
and what all the servants say of you. 

Sid. I am much obliged to them, Mrs Be 
But pray what are your commands with me ? 

Betty. Why, I will tell your reverence— to be. 
I am but a servant, as a body may say ; and every 

should stand upon its own bottom — but 

[She takes hold of him familiarly ^ looking 
about very cautiouuyy and speaks in a 
JamiUar tone of great secrecy. 
My young master is now in the china-room — in < 
conference with Miss Constantia. I know what 
are about— but that is no business of mioe—^nd tk 
fore I made bold to lUt«u si UtUe) because, you k 
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Betty, Oh ! Heavens ! I beg your worship will Dot 
misapprehend me ! for I assure you I do not believe 
they did any harm — that hi — not in the grore— >— at 
least not when I was there— and she may be honestly 
married,for aught 1 know«—- She may be very hooeaki 
for aught I know — Heaven forbid I should say aay 
harm of her^I only say— that they did meet m tfaft 
dark walk — and perhaps nine months hence— ay-— re* 
member, sir, — I said that — ar— certain person in this 
family — nine months hence— may ask me to stand 
god-mother — only remember — for I think I knov 
what's what— -when I see it, as well as another. 

Sid. No doubt you do, Mrs Betty— ha ! ha ! IttI 
DO doubt on't. 

Betti^, I do indeed, sir; and so your servant, lir; 
[Goingt returns*] but I hope your worship will nol 
xnention my name in this business;— or that you IumI 
any item from me about it. 

Sid. I shall not, Mrs Betty. 

Betty. For indeed, sir, I am no busy body, nor do 
I lovo fending or proving-^and I assure you, sir, i 
hate all tittling and tattling — and gossiping, and 
backbiting — and taking away a person's character. 

Sid. I observe you do, Mrs Betty. 

Betti/. I do indeed, sir ; — I am the farthest from ii 
of any person in the world* 

Sid. I dare say you are* 

Betty. 1 am indeed, sir ; and so, sir, your humble 
servant. 

Sid. Your servant, Mrs Betty. 

Betty. So! I see he believes every word I sayi 
tliat's cliarroiog — I will do her business for her, I am 
resolved. [Aside. — Exit* 

Sid* What can this ridiculous creature mean b^ 

her dark walk ?— I see envy is as malignant in a paltri 

waiting wench, as in the vainest, or the most ambi* 

tiouslady of the court, It is always an infallible mark 

of the basest nature ; an^ meuX.\tk\\vQ\Q^^\^ v^va 
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the highest station, must feel the shafls of envy's con« 
•tsnt agents— falsehood and slander. 

Enter Sam. 

Sam. Sir, Mr Egerton and Miss Constantia desire 
to speak with you in the china-room* 

Sid* Very well, Sam. [Exit Sam.] I will not see 

them — ^^'hat's to be done ?^nform his father of his 

intended marriage !-^no ; — that must not be — for the 

oterbearing temper and ambitious policy of Sir Per- 

tinax would exceed all bounds of moderation. But 

this young man must not marry Constantia — I know 

it will oflend him — no matter. It is our duty to of* 

fend, when the offence saves the man we love from 

iprecipitate action. — Yes> 1 must discharge the duty 

or my function and a friend, though 1 am sure to lose 

the man whom I intend to serve. [Exit. 



ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 



A Library, 

Enter Egerton and Constantia. 

Con. Mr Sidney js not here, sir. 

Eger, I assure you I left him here, and I begged 

Eit lie would stay till I returned. 

Com HIi prudence, you see, svT,.Yv«aTC«A^Vvwi\^- 



^it 



IS THE MAN OF THE WOELD. [ACT U 

tire, therefore we had better defer the subject till hi 
is present — In the mean time, sir, I hope you wil 
permit mc to mention an affair that has greatly alarm 
ed and perplexed me. J suppose you guess what it is 

Eger, I do not« upon my word. 

Con, That's a little strange — You know, sir, tha 
you and Mr Sidney did me the honour of breakfiurt 
mg with me this morning in my little study. 

Eger, We had that happiness, madam. 

Con. Just afler you lefl me, upon my opening ic 
book of accompts, whicli lay in the drawer or tb 
reading desk, to my great surprise, I there found th 
case of je^vels, containing a most elegant pair of ea 
rings, a necklace of great value, and two bank bL 
in this pocket-book, the mystery of which, sir, I pr* 
sume you can explain. 

Eger, I can. 

Co?i» They were of your conyeying, then ? 

Eger. They were, madam. 

Co7i. I assure you they startled and alarmed mm 

Eger, I hope it was a kind alarm, such as blushE. 
virtue feels, when with her hand she gives her he^ 
— >and last consent. 

Con. It was not, indeed, sir, 

Eger, Do not say so, Constantia— come, be k " 
at once ; my peace and worldly bliss depend up" 
this moment. 

Con, What would you have me do ? 

Eger, What love and virtue dictate. 

Con. Oh ! sir — experience but too severely pr<^ ' 
that such unequal matches as ours never produ^:: 
aught but contempt and anger in parents, cens a- 
from the world — and a long train of sorrow and ' 
pentance in the wretched parties, which is but C 
often entailed upon their hapless issue. 

Eger, But that. Constant ia, cannot be our coib< 
tion ; for my fortune is inde^ eTv^e\x\.«xv^^m^\e^ eo^ 
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^ luxury and splendid foUy; 1 have the right to 

^Use the partner of my heart. 

. Cm. But I have not, sir. — I am a dependant on my 

vdy— a poor, forsaken, helpless orphan. Your be- 

''^volent nuther found me, took me to her bosom, 

*^ there sipplied my parental loss with every tender 

^V'e^ indigent dalliance, and with ail the sweet per- 

^«%8ion thit maternal fondness, religious precept, po- 

^^ed nAnners, and hourly example, could admi* 

**^ter, jhe fostered me ; [ Weeps."] and shall I now 

^im viter, and with black ingratitude sting the ten- 

^^r hetrt, that thus has cherished me ? Shall I seduce 

^^r hcuse's heir, and kill her peace ? No — though I 

^c>\edto the mad extreme of female fondness; though 

*^ery worldly bliss, that woman's vanity or man's 

^^bition could desire, followed the indulgence of 

^ly bve, and all the contenpt and misery of this life 

^ttie denial of that indulgence, I would discharge my 

^uty to my benefactress, my earthly guardian, my 

^lora than parent. 

Eger. My dear Constmtia, your prudence, your 

Cgiatitude, and the cruelvirtueof your self-denial, do 

^wt increase my love, xxy admiration, and my misery. 

Can. Sir, I must be^ you will give me leave to re* 

%arn these bills and jiwels. 

Eger. Pray do noc mention them ; sure my kind- 
iiess and^^eem nray be indulged, so far, without 
9B8picion or'reprcach — I beg you will accept of 
"tiatm ;-r-ftay, I ipast — 

Con. 1 have done, sir,— my station here is to obey 
^I know they s^e the gifts of a virtuous mind, and 
teine shall cou^rt them to the tenderest and most 
Imteful us^ 

Eger, Harl' \ I hear a carriage — It is my fether I 
itear girl, compose yourself,— -I will consult Sidney 
%nd my la^y» hy their judgment wo will be directed; 
-V. will tbit satisfy you ? 

Con» / can have no will but xny \aii\5'^\ 'fi\"&i'^^>» 
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leave, I will retire — I would not see hw in this co 
fusion, 
i^ger. Dear girl, adieu 1 [Eriif Const anti.^%« 

Enter Sam. 

Sam. Sir Pertinax aud my lady are ceim, sir, and 
my lady desires to speak with you in her twn room 
—Oh ! she is here, sir. [Bat Sait. 

Enter Lady Macsycophant. 

- Lad^ Mac. Dear child, I am glad to see yoi* ; why 
did you not come to town yesterday, to atteid the 
levee ? — ^your father is Incensed to the uttermost at 
your not being there I 

£ge7\ Madam, it is with extreme regret I tellyou, 
that 1 cab no longer be a slave to his temper, hi^po- 
liticsy and his scheme of marrying me to this wonan. 
Therefore you had better consent, at once, to my ^[0- 
ing out of the kingdom, ard to my taking Const aiXia 
with me ; for without her, I never can be happy. 

Ladi/ Mac* As you regarl my peace, or your ov^n 
character, I beg you will n«t be guilty of so rash a 
step — you promised me you would never marry hep 
without my consent. I will open it to your father; 
pray, dear Charles, be ruled — let me prevail. 

Eger. Madam, I cannot marry this lady. 

Ladi^ Mac. VVell, well ; but do not c|^terniine. 
First patiently hear what your father and f-ord Luoi- 
bercourt have to propose, and let me try to manage 
this business for you with your father — pray do, 
Charles. 

Eger. Madam, I submit. 

Ladj/ Mac. And while he is in thi? ill humour, I 
beg you will not oppose him, let him say what he 
will. When his pastion is a little cool, I will try to 
bring him to reason — but pray do not tli't^art him. 

Sir Pert [l^Vii/iout.] Haud your gab, ye ^cound^el, 
and do as you are bid. Zounds, ye aie so fui of your 
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^b. I say, let them take the chesnut gelding, return 
U> town, and enquire- what is become of my lord. 

Jjodjf Mac* Oh 1 here he comes ; Pli get out of 
tbe way. [ExiU 

JSir Pert' [JVUhouL] Here you, Tomlins. 
Tamlins. [Without.] Sir! 

JVMout.'i Where is my son, Egerton ? 
In the library. Sir Pertinax. 
Vary weel, the instant the 



JUr Pert, ^ 
TotfUim. llVitkaut- 
Sir Pert. [IVithota.] 
:myen come, let me 




Enter Sir Pertinax. 

Sir Pert. Vary wed vary weel ab> ye are 

fine fellow — what have ye to 8ay for yoursal— - 
'e not ye a fine spark i are not ye a fine spark, I say i 
! you're a ■ so ye would not come up till the 
iree? 

Egen Sir, I beg your pardon — but — I— I — I was 
H very wdl ;— ^besides — I did not think that— 
"•Inat my presence there was necessary. 

Sir Pert. Sir, it was necessary — ^1 tauld yc it was 

■ftCGesaary — and, sir 1 must now tell ye, that the 

'^'^liole tenor of your conduct is most offensive. 

•B^er* 1 am sorry you think tio, sir. I am sure I 
^o not intend to oHend you. 




^18 conduct? — neglect 

^our— what is your reason, I say, for thus ncglect- 

^g the levee, and disobeying my commands ? 

£ger. Sir, 1 own— 1 am not used to levees :-^ 
iU>r do I know how to dispose of myself — nor wlat 
to say or do in such a situution* 

Sir Pert. Zounds, sir ! do ye not i=ee what ohers 

iol gentle and simple ; temporal and spiritual ;'Ords, 

mesoibers, judges, generals, and bishops? aw crowding, 

bustling, pushing foremost intill tlie middleof the 

cird^ and there, waitisg, watching, and string to 
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catch a luock, or a smile, fra the great mon ; which 
they meet with an amicable risibility of a8{>ect — a mo- 
dest cadence of body— 4ind a conciliating co-opiera- 
tion of the whole mon ;— -which-^-expresse^ an offici- 
ous promptitude for his service, and indicates— that 
they luock upon themselves as the suppliant append- 
ages of his power, and the inlisted Swiss of nis po- 
leetical fortune — this, sir, is what ye ouglft to do— 
and thiid, sir, id what I never once omitted fot these 
^ve and tharty years, — let wha would be meenister. 

J^er. [Aside.] Contemptible! 

Sir P^t, What is that ye mutter, sir ? 

Eger. Only a slight reflectioo, sir; and not relative 
to you. 

Sir Pett. Sir, your absenting yourself fra the levee 
Kt this juncture is suspeecious— >it is luocked upon as 
a kind of disaffection : and aw your countr3nnen are 
highly offended with yeer conduct : for, sir, they do 
not luock upon ye, as a friend, or a wed- wisher, eithet* 
to Scotland or Scotchmen. 

Eger. Then, sir, they wrong me, I assure you ; but 
prsnr, sir, in what particular can 1 be charged either 
with coldness, or offence to my country ? 

Sir Pert, Why, sir, ever since your mother's uncle. 
Sir Stanley Egerton, left ye this three thousand pounds 
a*Year, and that ye have, in compliance with his 
Will, taken up the name of Egerton, tiiey think ye aref 
grown proud, — that ye have estranged yoursal frt 
the Macsycophants — have associated with yeer mo* 
tker's family—- with the opposeetion — and with those, 
agjain I must tell you, wha do not wish weel till Scot- 
laid — besides, sir, in a conversation the other day, af^ 
terlinner, at yeer cousin, Campbell Mac-Kenzie's, be- 
fore % whole table full of yeer ain relations, did ye 
not piblicly wish — a total extinguishment of aw party 
-— andof aw national distinctions whatever^ relative to 
the thne kingdoms ? And, ye blockhead — was that a 
prudcDl wish, — ^before sae many of yeer ain country- 
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men* and be damned to ye ? Or, was it a filial lan- 
guage to hold before me? 

&er. Sir, with your pardon — I cannot think it 
trnfiBal, or imprudent ; I own 1 do wish — most ar- 
dently wish, for a total extinction of ail parties — ^par- 
ticularly that of English, lrish> and Scotch might 
sever more be brought into contest, or competition ; 
tmlessy like loving brothers, in generous emulation 
for one common cause. 

Sir Peri* How, sir ; do ye persist ? — what, would 
ye banish aw party — and aw distinction betwext £og- 
^'^h, Irish, and your ain countrymen I 
^i -Mger* I woufdy sir. 

^r Pert. Then damme, sir — ^ye are nae true Scot. 
^y^ sir ; ye may luock as angry as ye wull ; but 
^^ain I say-— ye are nae true Scot. 

-Eg^* Your pardon, sir, I thihk he is the true Scot, 

^^d t|ie (rue citii^en, who wishes equal justice to 

*^^ merit and demerit of every subject of Great Bri- 

'^^n.— Amongst whom, sir, i know but of two dis- 

^^*^ctions. 

Sir Pert, Weel, sir, and what are those ? what are 
^*^ ose ? [Impatiently. 

£ger. The knave, and and the honest man. 

Sir Pert, Pshaw ! nonsense I 

Eger. And he who makes any other — ^let him be of 

e north, or of the south, of the east, or of the west, 

place, or out of place — is an enemy to the whole, 

to the virtues of humanity. 

^^ Sir Pert, Ay, sir ! this is your brother's impudent 

^^ctrine — for the which 1 have banished him tor ever 

r^a my presence, my heart, and my fortune — sir, I will 

^^ve nae son of mine, because truly he has been 

^^ucate in an English university, presume to speak 

^jgainst his native land-— or against my principles. 

^ir, Scotsmen — Scotsmen, sir, — wherever they meet 

^Viroughout the globe — should unite and stick to- 

%«ther, as it were, in a poleetical phalanx. How- 

^^er — ^nae wm of that now, I will talk aX ldx%^ \\VV 
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ye about that business anon ; in the mean limey rir, 
liotwithstanding your contempt of my advice, flmd 
your disobedience till my commands, I wool convhice 
ye of my paternal attentbii till your welfarci by mj 
•management with this voluptuary — this Lord Lum- 
bercourt, whose daughter ye are to marry :— yekeiv 
sir, that the fkllow has been my patron above these 
Bwe and tharty years. 

Eger. True, sir. 

Sir Pert. Vary wee! — and now, sir, you see by hii ' 
prodigality, he is oecome my dependant ; and accord- 
ingly I have made my bargain with him — ^the deel a 
bawbee he has in the world but what comes throngb 
these clutches ; for his whole estate, which has three 
impleecit boroughs upon it — mark— is now m mf 
custody at nurse ; the which estate, on my paying o^ 
his debts, and allowing him a life-rent of seven tboo^ 
sand per annum, is to be made over till me for m^ 
life ; and at my death is to descend till ye and veoT" 
issue — the peerage of Xumbercourt, ye ken, will fol-*^ 
low of course — so, sir, you see there are three im-^ 
pleecit boroughs, the whole patrimony ofLumbercourt>s= 
and a peerage at one slap — why it is a stroke — a hit — -^ 
a hit — a capital hit, mon. — Zounds I sir, a man ma;^ 
live a century, and not make sic another hit again i 

Eger. It is a very advantageous bargain, no doabi 
sir ; but what will my lord's family say to it? 

Sir Pert Why, mon, he cares not if his famil 
were aw at tlie deel, so his luxury be but gratified- 
only let him have his race-horse, till feed his vanit 
his polite blacklegs, to advise him in his matches 
the turf, cards, and tennis ; his harridan, till driiv^ 
drams wee him, scrat his face, and burn hisperiwi 
when she is in her maudlin hysterics-— the fallow b 
aw that he wants, and aw that he wishes^ in tb^— 
world— 

Enter Tomlins. 
Tomlins* Lady Rodo\pVi&iacom«^^\s% 
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Sir Peri, And my lord ? 

Tomlins. No, sir, he is about a mile behind, the 
servant says. 

Sir Pert. Let me knowy the instant he arrives. 

TcmUns. I shall, sit. [Exit ToMr.iNS. 

Sir Peru Step ye oot, Charles, and receive Lady 
Rodolpha. Ana I desire, sir, ye wool treat her with 
ass much respect and gallantry as possible — for my 
lord has hinted that you have been very remiss ass a 
lover. So go, ^o, and receive her. 

^er. I shall, sir. 

Sir Pert. Vary weel — ^vary weei— >a gude lad — go, 
go, and receive her, ass a lover should. [Exit Eger- 
ToK.] Ha! I must keep a tight hand upon this fal- 
low, I'see : a fine time o' day indeed for a blockhead 
to turn patriot— when the character is exploded, 
ttiarked, proscribed $ why the common people, the 
^ery vulgar, have found out the jest-^and laugh at a 
patriot now-a-days just as they do at a conjuror, a 
Magician, or any other impostor in society. 

Enter Tomlins and Lord Lumbercourt. 

Tomlins. Lord Lumbercourt. [Exit Tomlins. 
Lord L. Sir Pertinax, I kiss your hand. 
Sir Pert Your lordship's most devoted — I rejoice 
^o see you ! 

JLord £». You stole a march upon me, this morn- 
^m !— gave me the slip, Mac ; though I never want- 
on your assistance more in my life. I thought you 
"V^ould have called upon me. 

Sir Pert, My dear lord, I beg ten millions of par- 
dons, for leaving town before you — but ye ken that 
your lordship at dinner yesterday s^led tJtot we 
fthould meet this morning at the levee f 

LordL. That I ackno^edge, Mac — I did promise 
^ be there, I own — but--— 

8ir Pert, You did, indeed — and accordingly I was 
*t the levee : and waited there till every mortal was 

c 
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gone, and seeing you did na come, I concludedi dNt 
your lordship was gone before* 

Lord L. To confess the truths my dear Mac> tlut 
old sioneri l4)rd Frealpsh, General Jolly, Sir Antho- 
ny Soaker, and two or three nore of that set— Ud 
hold of me last night at the opera ; and as the gow* 
ral says — I believey by the inteUigence of my heil 
this morning — ha ! ha 1 ha 1 we drank deep ere ws 
departed-^ha! ha I ha! and-^ 

&V Pert. Ha ! ha ! ha ! nay, if you were with thit 
party, my lord, I don't wonder at not seeing ypor 
lordship at the levee ! 

Lord Lh The truth is, Sir Pertinax, my fellow kt 
me sleep too long for the levefe. But I wii^h I had nei 
you before you left town— I wanted you dreadfiiDr* 

Sir Peirtf I am heartily sorry, that I was not intbe 
way: but on what account, my lord, did you want me? 

X>ord L, Ha ! ha ! ha ! a cursed awkward a&ir-^ 
and— ha! ha ! yet I cannot help laughiog at it, nei- 
ther, though it vexed me contbundedly. 

Sir Pert, Vexed you, my lord — I wish 1 had been 
wi* ye then ; but for Heaven's sake, my lord, what 
was it that could possibly vex your lordship f 

Lord L. Why, that impudent, teasing, dunning ras- 
cal, Mahogany, my upholsterer — ^you know the fellow? 

Sir Pert, Perfectly, my lord. 

Lord L. The impudent scoundrel has sued me up 
to some infernal kind of a — something or other, in 
the law, which I think they call an execution ! 

Sir Pert. The rascal ! 

LordLn Upon which, sir, the fellow — ^ha ! ha ! hai 
I cannot help laughing at it — by way of asking par* 
don, ha! ha ! ha 1 had the modesty to wait on me t^o 
or three days ago — to inform my honour, ha ! ha l^^ 
he was pleased to dignify me — that the execution was 
now ready to be put in force against my honour^ hi^* 
ha ) ha )— but that, out of respect to my honour^ ss ^ 
bfid ta)cen a ^reat deal of my honour* ^ n^ooey, heifould 
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9t sofler his lawyer to selre it->till he had first in- 
Hrmed my honour^^htcxoae he was not willing to af* 
o&t nay honour I ha ( ha I hat ! — a son of a whore ! 
Sir Peri. I never heard of so impudent a dog. 
LordL. Now, my dear Mac! hal ha ! as thescoun- 
rd's apology was so very satisfactory, and his infor- 
ation so very ugreeable to my honour— ^I told him^ 
ttt in honour I could not do less than to order his 
Miour to be paid immediately. 
Sir Pert. Ha ! ha i ha !— vary weel— ye were as 
MDplaisant as the scoundrel, till the full, I think, 
ybrd. 

Lord L. Ha ! ha I ha ! to the full ; but you shall 
iUM*-you shall hear, Mac — so, sir, with great com« 
More, seeing a smart oaken cudgel, that stood very 
lodily in a corner of my dressing room, I ordered 
'0 of my fellows to hold the rascal, and another to 
k the cudgel, and return the scoundrel's civility 
th a good drubbings as long as the stick lasted ! 
Sir Pert. Ha ! ha ! ha ! admirable ! as ^ude a stroke 
humour as ever 1 heard of — and did they drub 
m soundly, my lord ? 

lord L. Oh ! most liberally, ha ! ha ! ha I most 
■erally ; and there, I thought the affair would have 
tted, till I should think proper to pay the scoundrel 
but this morning, sir, just as I was stepping into 
f chaise-^my servants all about m^ — a fellow call- 
a tipstaff, stepped up, and begged the favour of my 
)tman, who thrashed the upholsterer, and the two 
It held him^ to go along with him upon a little bu- 
ess to my Lord Chief Justice. 
Sir Pert. The devil ! 

Lord L. And at the same instant I, in my turn, 
s accosted by two other very civil scoundrels, who, 
jh a most insolent politeness, begged ray pardoii, and 
brmed me, that I must not go mto my own chuse ! 
^ Pert. How, my lord ! not.intll your ain car- 
je! 
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Lord Zp. No, air — for that they, by order of the 
slierifT, roust seize it at the suit of a gentlemao— *ODe 
Mr Mahogany, an upholsterer* 

Sir Pert. An impudent villain ! 

Lord L, It is all true, I assure you; so yon leei 
my dear Mac, what a damned country this is to lite 
in, where nol)]cmen are obliged to pay their ddMSi 
just like merchants, coblcrs, peasants^ or mechanicf 
— Is not that a scandal, dear Kf ac, to a nation ? 

Sir Pert. My lord, it is not only a scaudai, but i 
national grievance. 

LordL. Sir, there is not another nation in thewod- 
that has such a grievance to complain of. But, Mac 
—besides the chaise — ^this Mahogany scoundrel hfl 
seized upon the house too, that I furnished for th 
girl I took from the Opera. 

Sir Pert. I never heard of sic an a scoundrel! 

Lord L Ay, but what concerns me most, I ai 
afraid, my dear Mac, that the villain will send dov 
to Newmarket, and seize my string of horses. 

Sir Pert. Your string of horses ! Wc must prcvei 
that at all events : — that would be such a disgrac 
I will dispatch an express to town directly, to put 
stop till the scoundrel's proceedings, 

Lord L. Pr'ythee do, my dear Sir Pertinax, 

Sir Pert, Oh ! it shall be done, my lord. 

Lord L. Thou art an honest fellow, Sir Pertina: 
upon honour. 

Sir Pert* Oh, my lord ! *tis my duty to oblige ye 
lordship to the very utmost stretch of my abeelity. 

Enter Tomlins. 

Tomlins. Colonel Toper presents his complimer 
to you, sir, and having no family down with him 
the country, he and Captain Hardbotde, if not i 
convenient, will do themselves the honour of takij 
a family dinner with you* 
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iVrf. Tbey are two of our militia officers ; 
roor lordship know them I 
'd L. By sight only. 

Pert. I am afraid, my lord, tliey will interrupt 
iitiness. 
rd Im Ha ! ha ! not at all — not at all— ha! ha ! 

should like to be acquainted with Ifoper, they 
3 it a fine jolly fellow 1 

Peru Oh ! very jolly, and very clever. He 
he captain, my lord, are reckoned two of the 
St drinkers in the country, 
t/ L. Ha ! ha ! ha I so I have heard — let us have 
by all means, Mac ; they will enliven the scene 
w far are they from you ? 

Pert. Just across the meadows — not half a 
my lord-^a step — a step. 
rd L. Oh, let us have the jolly dogs, by all 
i! 

Pert. My compliments, I shall be proud of 
company. [^Exit Fomlins.] Guif ye please, my 
we wull gang and chat a bit wee the women. I 
not seen Lady Rodolpha since she returned fra 
ath, 1 long to have a little news from her, aboot 
}mpany there. 

rd L. O ! sheMl give you an account of them, 
arrant you. [A very lotid laugh 'without J] Here 
arebrain comes ! . it must be her, by the noise. 
dy Rod. [Without.] Alions! gude folks follow 
sans ceremonie ! 

^ Lady Rodolpha, Lady Macsycophant, 
£g£Rton, and Sidney. 

dy Rod, [Running up to Sir Pertinax ] Sir 
nax — ^your most devoted— most obsequious, and 
obedient vassal. ' [Courtesies very lotv. 

' Pert. Lady Rodolpha— down till the ground 
mgratulations, duty, andafiection, sincerely at« 
your tadyship. [Bomng ridiculously low. 

c2 
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Lady Rod. Oh I Sir Pertinax— >your humeelhy is 
most sublimely complaisant — at present unanswenh 
bic— but, sir, I shall intensely study to return it| 
[Courteneis very low.] fafty fold. 

Sir Pert. Weel, madam, ha !— -you louck- gaily— 
weel and how— -how is your ladyship, after your jaunt 
till the Bath ? 

Lariy Rod. Never better. Sir Pertinax«-«8 well ss 
youth, health, riotous spirits, and a careless, hsppy 
heart can make me. 

Sir Pert. I am mighty glad till hear it, my lady. 

Lord L. Ay, ay, — Rodolpha is always in spirits, 
Sir Pertinax. *^ Vive la bagatelle^** is the philosophy 
of our family, ha ! — Rodolpha, — ha ! 

Lady Rod. Traith is it, my lord : and upon honour^ 
I am determined it never shall be changed, by my 
consent — weel 1 vow— ha ! ha ! ha 1 ha ! ha 1 Vive la* 
bagatelle would be a most brilliant motto for tli^ 
chariot of a belle of fashion— what say ye till mf 
fancy. Lady Macsycophant ? 

Lady Mac. It would have novelty at least to re-^ 
commend it, madam. 

Lady Rod. Which of aw charms is the most de -^ 
lightful that can accompany wit, taste, love, or friend -** 
ship — for novelty, I take to be the true je ne sca^ 
quoi, of all worldly bliss. Cousin Egorton, should no "^ 
you like to have a wife with Vive la bagatelle upor^ 
her wedding chiiriot ? 

Eger. Oh ! certainly, madam. 

Lady Rod. Yes — I think it would be quite out o^ 
the common, and singularly ailegant. 

Eger. Indisputably, madam — for, as a motto is ^ 
word to the wise, or rather a broad hint to the whol^ 
world, of a person's taste and principles, Vive la bas^ 
gatelle would be most expressive, at first sight, o^ 
your ladyship's characteristic I 

Lady Rod. Oh, Maister Egerton ! you touch m^ 
very hearty wi your approbatioii-*-ha ! ba ! ha ! that ^ 
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»e fary spirit of my intention, the instant I com* 
«0C8 bride. Well, 1 am immensely proud, that my 
•Qcy has the approbation of so sound an understand- 
ig— so sublime a genius— and so polished, nay, so 
cquinte, a taste, as that of the all-accomplished Mr 
gerton* 

Sir Pert. But, Lady Roc^olpha, I wish till ask your 
dyship some questions aboot the company at Bath ; 
ey say ye had aw the world there. 
La(fy Rod. O, yes ; — there was a vary grate mob 
Jeed : but vary little company : aw canaille— ex- 
pt our aiD party; the place was quite crooded wi 
ur little purse-prood mechanics — an odd kind of 
eer-luocking animals, that ha started intil fortunes 
I lottery tickets, rich prizes at sea, gambling in 
lange Alley, and sic like caprices of rortune, and 
^a they aw crood till the Bath, to larn genteelity, 
d the names, titles, intrigues, and bon mots of us 
ople of fashion — ha! ha ! ha ! 
Omnes. Ha ! ha ! ha ! . 

Zon/ L. Ha ! ha ! ha ! I know them — I know the 
ings you mean, my dear, extremely well — I have 
^served them a thousand times ; and wondered 
here the devil they all came from ! ha 1 ha ! ha ! 
Ladi/ Mac. Pray, Lady liodolpha, what were your 
versions at Bath ? 

Ladjf Rod. Gude faith, my lady, the company were 
ly diversion — and better nai human follies ever af« 
rded — ha ! ha ! ha! sic ana maxture— -and sic od- 
ties, ha ! ha ! ha 1 a perfect galimowfry ^ ha ! ha ! 
^ ! Lady Kunigunda Mac Kensie and I used to gang 
^ot till every part of this human chaos, ha! ha ! on 
(rpose till reconnoitre the monsters, and pick up 
eir frivolities, ha! ha! ha! ha! 
OmneS' Ha I ha ! ha ! 

Sir Peri. Ha ! ha ! ha ! why, that must have been 
high entertainment till your ladyship ! 
Lad^ Jtodn Superlative! and inexhaustible, Sir 
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Fertlnax ! ha ! lia ! ha I Madam, we had in yane group 
a peer and a sharper — a duchew and a pin-maker^i 
wife«« boarding-school mm and her graadmother 
—-a fat parson, a lean general, and a vellow admiral 
-*ha ! ha ! all spcaidng togeihery and bawling, and 
fretting, and fuming, and wrangling, and retorCiDg 
in fierce contention, as if the fame, and the fortune, FJ 
of aw the parties were till be the issue of the con* 
flict |^{ 

Sir Peri. Ha ! ha ! ha J Pray, madam, what was 
the object of their furious contantion ? 

Lady Rod. Oh ! a vary important one, I assure you^ | ] 
Sir Pertinax ; of no less consequence, madam, than 
how an odd trick at whist was lost, or might have 
been saved ! 

Omnes. Ha! ha! ha! 

Lady liod. In another party, Sir Pertinax, wehsi^ 
what was called the cabinet council ; which was cone 
posed of a duke, and a haberdasher ; a red«hot patriots 
and a sneering courtier; a discarded statesman, and> 
his scribbling chaplain; wi a busy, bawling, muckle'^ 
heeded prerogative lawyer — All of whom were ever^^ 
minute ready to gang together by the lugs, aboot th^^ 
in and the oot meenistry, ha ! ha ! ha ! 
Omnes. Ha! ha! ha I 

S/r Pert* Ha! ha! ha! weel, that was a droX^ 
motley cabinet, I vow. Vary whimsical, upon ho 'J 
nour ; but they are aw great politeecians at Bath, am ^ 
settle a meenistry there with ass much ease ass th^^ 
do a tune for a country dance ! . 

Lady Rod. Then, Sir Pertinax, in a retired part ^^' 
the room — snug — in a bye comer — in close confe^"* 
ence, we had a Jew and a beeshop* 

Sir Pert. A Jew and a beeshop! ha! ha! a ^^^' 
veelish gude connexion that ; and pray, my lady, wh*^^ 
were they aboot ? 

Lady Rod. Why, sir, the beeshop was striving * ^ 
convert the Jew; while the Jew, by intervals, was ali> ^ 3 

4^ 
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ickiog up intelligence fra the becshop^ aboot the 
hnge in the meenistry, in hopes of making a stroke 
I the stocks. 

Onmes. Ha! ha! ha! 

Sir Pert. Ha ! ha ! ha ! admirable^ admirablcy I 
pDoiir the smouse — hah ! — ^it was deeviiish clever of 
ID, my lordy deevilisli clever. 
Lord X. Yes» yes^ the fellow kept a sharp look- 
it ; I think it was a fiur trial of skill on both sides, 
r Egetton. 

£ger. True, my lord, but the Jew seems to have 
ten in the £eiirer way to succeed. 
Ziord JL. Oh ! all to nothing, sir; ha! ha! ha! 
sll, child, I like your Jew, and your bishop much 
at is monstrous clever, let us have the rest of the 
atory, pray, my dear. 

l^dy Rod. Gude traith, my lord, the sum total is, 
lat there we aw danced, and wrangled, and flatter* 
1« and slandered, and gambled, and cheated, and 
iogledy and jumbled — and woUoped together. 

C^nes. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Lord L. Well, you are a droll girl, Rodolpha, and, 
pon honour, ha i ha ! ha !— you have given us as 
iiimsical a sketch, as ever was hit off. What say 
ou, Mr Sidney ? 

<Si^. Upon my word, my lord, the lady has made 
Qte see the whole assembly at Bath, in glaring, plea- 
>Dgy distinct colours I 

Ladif Rod. O, dear, Maister Sidney, your appro* 
'^on makes me as vain as a reigning toast at her 
^kipg*glass. • 

Enter Tomlins. 

Tomlins. Colonel Toper and Captain Hardbottle 
fe come, sir. 
Sir Pert. O, vary weel ! dinner immediately. 
J^omUns* It is ready, sir. [Exit Tomlins* 

Sir Pert. My k)rd, we attend your lordship. 
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Lord L% Lady Mac, your ladyship's hand, if 
please. \iie leads her 

Sir Pert, Lady Rodolpba, here is An Area 
swain, that has a hand at vour ladyship's deiroti( 

Laify Rod, And I, Sir rertinax, ha yean at h 
[Gives her Hand to Egbrtom.] there, sir,-^ 
hearts — ye ken, cousin, they are nae brought 
the account o' human dealings now*a-days. 

Eger. Oh ! madam, they are mere temporary 1 
bles, especially in courtship ; and no more to be 
pended upon, than tlie weather— or a lottery tic 

Lady Rod. Ha ! ha ! ha ! twa excellent seemi 
I TOW, Mr Egertbn, excellent !— for they iliustrati 
vagaries, and inconstancy of my dissapated heart 
exactly — ass if ye had meant till describe it. 

[Egbrtok leads her 

Sir Pert. Ha ! ha I ha ! what a vast fund of s 
rits, and good humour, she has, Maister Sidney 

Sid. A great fund, indeed, Sir Pertinax. 

Sir Pert* Hah ! by this time to-morrow» Mai 
Sidney, I hope wee shall ha every thing ready for 
to put the last helping hand till the earthly happii 
o' your friend and pupil ; and then, sir, my cares ' 
be over for this life ; for ass till my other son, I 
pect nae gude of him ; nor should I grieve, wei 
to see him in his coffin. — But this match — Oh 
wuU make me the happiest of aw human beings. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE I. 



Enter Sir Pertinax and Egbrton. 

r Pert. Sir, I wull not hear a word aboot it ;-— I 
: upon it ye are wrong — ^ye should ha paid your 
; till my lord, and not ha scrupled swallowing a 
ler or twa-— or twanty, to oblige him ! 
er. Sir, I did drink his toast in a bumper. 
■ Pert* Yas, y^ did ; but how ? — ^how I — just ass 
H bairn takes pheesic, wi wry mouths, and sour 
, whach my lord observed ; then, to mend the 
T, the moment that he and the colonel got intill 
nken dispute about releegion, ye slily slunged 

0r. I thought, sir, it was time to go, when my 
nsisted upon half-pint bumpers I 
' Pert. Sir, that was not levelled at you— but at 
olonel, the captain, and the commissioner, in 
till try their bottoms ; but they aw agreed that 
d I should drink oot o' smaw glasses. 
T* But, sir, I beg pardon— I did not chus to 
any more. 

Pert. Bpt, sir, I tell you there was necessity 
lur drinking more, at this particular juncture 
T. A nepessity ! in what respect, sir ? 
Pert' Why, sir, I have a certain point to carry, 
sndent of the lawyers, with jsiy lord, i^ this 
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agreement'of yourmarriagey aboot whach, I am afraid 
we shall ha a warm crooked squabble— >aQd tlierefon 
1 wanted your assistance in it. 

Eger. But how, sir, could my drinking contributi 
to assist you in your squabble ? 

Sir Pert. Yas, sir, it would ha contribated-- i 
miprht have prevented the squabble. 

Eger. How so, sir ? 

Sir Peri. Why, sir, my lord is prood of ye (en 
son-in-law, and of your little French songs — ^yoursti 
ries, and your bon mots, when ye are in the humoi 
—and guin ye had but staid, and been a leetle joIL 
and drank half a score bumpers wi him, till he g 
a little tipsy, I am sure when we had him i' that ti 
sy mood, we might ha settled the point amqo§ 
ourselves, before the lawyers came — but noow, sir 
dinna ken what will be the consequence. 

Eger* But when a man is intoxicated, would th 
have been a seasonable time to settle business, sir 

Sir Peri. The most seasonable, sir, the most se 
sonable ; for, sir, when my lord is in his cups, hissu 
peecion and his judgment are baith asleep, and h 
heart is aw jollity, fun, and gude fellowship— -yo 
may tlien mould his consent to any thing, and ca 
there be a happier moment than that for a bargain, ( 
to settle a dispute wi' a friend ?— What is it you shra 
your shoulders at, sir ? 

Eger. At my own ignorance", sir : for I understan 
neither the philosophy nor the morality of your d(N 
trine. 

Sir Pert. I know ye do not, sir : — and what 
warse, ye never wull understand it, ass ye procee 
In yean word, Charles — I ha often tauld y e^ and noo 
again I tell ye yeance for aw, that every man shou 
be a man o' the warld, and should understand the do 
trine of pleeabeelity ; for, sir, the manoeuvres of pie 
abeelity arc ass necessary to rise in the warm, a 
wrangling, and logical subtlety are to rise at the b 
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'Wlij ye see, sir, I ha acquired a noble fortune, a 

princely fortune, and boow do ye think I ha raised it i 

jEger. Doubtless, sir, by your abilities. 

^ Pert. DootlesQ, sir, ye arc a blockhead — nai, 

WT^ VVL tell ye hoow I rabed it, sir ; I raised it by 

boowing ; by boowing, sir ; 1 never in my life ^ould 

Btond straight i' th' presence of a great mon ; but aw'- 

ways boowed, and boowed, and boowed, as it were by 

instinct. 

JEger. How do you mean, by instinct, sir i 
Sir Pert. .Hoow do I mean, by instinct — why, sir^ 
X mean by-*by— by tlie instinct of interest, sir, 
whach is the univarsal instinct of mankind, sir ; it is 
Wonderful to think, what a cordial, what an amicable, 
iiay, what an* infallible influence, boowing has upoa 
the pride and vanity of human nature. Charles, ans- 
wer me sincerely, ha ye a mind till be convinced of 
the force of my doctrine, by example, and demon- 
itration? 
%«•. Certainly, sir. 

Sir Pert. Then, sir, as the greatest favour I can 
co&fer upon ye, I wuU give ye a short sketch of the 
'^ttges oi my boowing ; ass an excitement, and a land- 
nutfk for ye till boow by, and ass an infallible nos- 
trum, for a mon o* the warld till thrive i' the warld. 
^ger. Sir, I shall be proud to profit by your ex« 
perience. 

Sir P^. Vary weel. l^They both sit davon.'^ And 
noow, sir, ye must recall lill your thoughts, that your 
S'^dfather was a mon, whose penurious income of 
half-pay was the sum total of his fortune; and, sir, 
.ftw my proveesion fra him wat a modicum of Latin, 
^ expartness of areethmctic, and a short system of 
Worldly counsel, the chief ingredients of which were, 
^ persevering industry, a reegid economy, a smooth 
tpogue, a pliabeelety of temper, and a constant atten- 
tion till make every moa weel pleased wi himself. 
%fr. Very prudent advice, sin 

9 
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Sir Pert Tliercforey sir, I iay'itiiefare ye— mi 
sir, wi these materials, I set oot, a rough raw-booi 
stripling, fra the north, till try my fortune wi the 
here i' the south ; and niy first step intill the wofi 
was a beggarly clerkship m Sawney Gordon's comp 
ing bouse, here in th* city of Loodoo, whadiijott' 
aay» afforded but a barren aort of a prospect. 

Eger. It was not a very fertile one» indeed* sir. 

Sir Pert. The revearse* the revearse. Weel, si 
seeing oiysel in this unprofitable situation, I reflast< 
.cTeepty, I cast abootmy thoughts, and concluded thi 
a matrimonial adventure, prudently conducted, wou 
■be the readiest gait I could gang for the bettering 
roy condeetion, and accordingly, Iseiabootit— noo^ 
air, in this pursuit— -beauty*->beauty, ah ! beauty ofti 
atruck mine e'en, and played aboot my heart, ai 
fluttered, and beet, and knocked, and knocked, b 
the deel an entrance I ever let it get— -for I obsenn 
that beauty is generally, a prou^ vain, saucy, e 
pensive sort of a commodity. . 

£ger Vfery justly ob^rved, sir- 

Sir Pert, And therefore^ sir, I left it to prodig! 
mod coxcombs, that could afford till pi^ for it, and 
its stead, sir, — mark— L loucked oot for an andei 
weel-jointured, superannuated dowager : — a co 
sumptive, toothless, phtisicky, wealthy widow^^r, 
shreeveled, cadaverous, neglected piece of deformit 
i' th' shape of ah dzard, or an ampersi-and— or, 
short, any thing, any thing, that had. the siller, tl 
ijiller ; for that was the north star of my affection- 
do ye take me, sir ? Was na that right i 

Eger, O doubtless, doubtless, sin 

Sir Pert, Noow, sir; where do ye think 1 gangi 
to louck for this woman, wi' th' siller— nai, tillcou 
i.-4)at, till piay«>bouscs, or assemblies— nai, sir, I gaDj 
ed tiil the kirk, till the anabaptists, indepeiuleut, BnM 
leoniun, Muggletonian meetings; till the morningai 
evening service of churches, and chapels of case; as 
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tiU- the midnight, melting, conciliating, love-feasts of 
the methodists — an(i there at last^ sir, I fell upon an 
oM, rich, sour, slighted, antiquated^ musty maiden » 
that loucked — ha I ha ! ha ! she loucked just like a 
skeleton, in a surgeon's glass-case-^noow, sir, thia 
neeserable object was releegiously angry wi* herself 
sod aw the warld, had nai comfort but in a superna- 
tural releegious, enthusiastic, deleerium; hai ha^ 
bai sir, she was mad— mad wis a bedlamite. 
Eger, Not improbable, sir, there are numbers of 
^ poor creatures in the same enthusiastic condition. ; 
Sir Pert, Oh ! numbers, numbers ; now, sir, this 
pear, cracked, crazy creature, used to sing, and sigh, 
•Del groan, and weep, and wail, and gnash her teethi 
GODDtantly, morning, and evening, at the tabernacle. 
^ m And ass soon ass I found she had the siller, aha ! gude 
l,'i( traith, I plumped me doon upo', down close by her^ 
ec«( dieek by jole, and sung, and sighed, and groaned, at 
', fit ▼ebemcDtly as she codd do for the life of her : ay» 
! ttd turned up the whites of my e'en, till the strings 
i twmogt cracked again: I watched her attentively^ 
dfi| baaded her till her chair ; waited on her hame i got 
w i&oat releegiously intimate wi' her in a week ; marr 
ciA ried her in a fortnight ; buried her in a montii ; toucli* 

3^ the siller; and wi' a deep suit of mourning, a 
.. sorrowful veesage, and 9 joyful heart, I began the 
^ ^arld again; mi tliis, sir, was the first eifectual 
jr,i boow, I ever made till the vanity of human nature ; 
f ^ ^W) siTf do ye understand (lus doctrine i 
*^ Eger. Perfectly well, sir. 
/ Sir Pert* My next boow, sir, was till your ane mo- 
i ther, whom i ran away wi' trai the boarding school, 
^ by the interest of whose family 1 got a gude smart 
^ jplace i' th' treasury : and, sir, my vak'y next siep was 
f^ intili parliament, the whach 1 entered wi' as ardent 
/ «Rd ass determined an ambeetion, ass ever ageetated 
^ the heart o' Csesar himsel. 8ir, 1 boowej, and watch 
jedf and attendedf and dangled upo' the then great 



40 THB VAN OF THB WORLD. [ACT UL 

moD, till I got intill the rary bowels of his confidence 
—hah ! got my snack of the clothing, the foraging, 
the contracts, the lottery tickets, and aw the polee* 
ileal bonuseiB : till at length, sir, I became a much 
wealthier mon than one half of the golden calves, I 
had been so long a boowing to. [He riset^ Eobbtoi 
rise* too.] And was na that boowing to some piv* 
pofc, sir, ha ? 

E^er. It was, indeed, sir. 

Str Pert, But are ye convinced of the gude ef&cii 
and of the uteelity of boowing ? 

Eger, Thoroughly, sir, thoroughly. 

Sir Pert. Sir, it is infollible — but, Chairles, ah J 
while 1 was thus boowing, and raising this princely 
fortune, ah ! I met many heart sores, and dis^ppoiD^ 
ments, fra the want of leeterature, ailoquence, sni 
other popular abeelities : sir, guin I could but Itf 
■poken i' th' house, 1 should ha' done the deed in half 
the time : but the instant I opened my mouth, tberir 
they aw fell a-laughing at me : aw which defeecteo- 
cies, sir, I determined at any expense till have sup^ 
plied by the polishM education of a son, who, I hofcAi 
would yean day raise the house of Macsycophantdll 
the highest pinnacle of ministeerial ambeetion ; tbii» 
sir, is my plan : I ha' done my part of it. Nature bM 
done hers, ye arc ailoquant, ye are popular ; aw par* 
ties like ye ; and noow, sir, it only remains for ye to 
be directed— completion follows. 

Eger. Your liberality, sir, in my education, and 
the judicious choice you made of the worthy gentle' 
man, to whose virtue and abilities you entrusted mci 
are obligations I ever shall remember with the deepest 
filial gratitude. 

Sir Pert. Vary wcel, sir— -vary weel — but, Chairle$» 
ha' ye had any conversation yet wi' Lady Kddol[to 
aboot the day of yeer nmrria<^e, yeer leeveries, yeer 
ci]uipage, or yeer establishment i 

Hger. Notyet^sir. 
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Sir Pert. Pah ! why there again now, there again, 
ye are wrang ; vary wrang. 

JEger, Sir, we have not had an opportunity. 
. Sir Peri. Why, Chairles, ye are very tardy in this 
business. 

Lord LumbercouTi, [Singing toiihouf] What havo 
toe mth dajj to dof S^c. 

Sir Peri. Oh ! here conies my lord ! 
^ Ijord Lumbercouti. [Singing tirithout*] Sons ofcare^ 
Utoas made for you. 

tnter Lord Lumbrrcourt, drinking a Disk pfCofr 
Jee^ ToMLiNs xoaiting, with a SrJverin his tiand^ 

Sons qfcare^ ^ttoas made ^ for you. 
Very good cofiee, indeed, Mr Tomlins. 

Sons ofcare^ 'fmas made for you. 
Here, Mr Tomlins. [Gives him the Cup. 

Tomlins. Will your lordship please to have another 

Lord L. No morc» Mr Tomlins. [^Exit Tomlins.] 
Wei), my host of the Scotch pints i we have had 
warm work. 

Sir Pert, Yes, you pushed the bottle ahoot, my 
lord, wi' the joy and veegour of a bacchanal. 

Lord L. That 1 did, my dear Mac— *oo loss of time 
with me —I have but three motions, old boy, charge ( 
^"-toast !— fire !— ^«nd off we go— >ha I h^ 1 ha ! that's 
^y exercise. 

' tir Pert. And fine warm exercise it is, my lord, es- 
penally with the half-pint glass. 

Isord L. It does execution point blank — ay, ay, 
^One of your pimping acorn glasses for me, but your 
^Minly old English half<»pint bumpers, my dear— ^ 
bounds, sir! they try a fellow's stamina at once. But 
Where's Egerton^ 

Sir Pert. Just at hand, my lord; there he standsi 
>^cking at your lordship's picture. 
J[.9rd JU* My dear Egerton 1 

d8 
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Eger. Your lordship's most obedient. 

Lord L. 1 beg your pardoD^ I did not see you— L 
am sorry you left us so soon after dinner ; mid yoa 
staid, you would have been highly entertained. I havQ 
made such examples of the commissioner, the cap- 
tain« and the colonel ! 

Eger. So I understand, my ]ord« 

Lord L. But, £gerton» 1 have slipped from the 
f oropany, for a few moments, on purpose to have s 
little chat with you. Rodolpha teas me she fanciis 
thcr^ is a kind of demur on your side, about your 
marriage with her. 

Sir Pert* A demur ? hoow so, my lord ? 

Lord L. Why, as I was drinking my coffee with 
the women, just now, I dedred they would fix the 
wedding night, and the etiquette of the ceremony; 
upon which the girl burst into a loud laugh, telling 
me she supposed I was joking, for that Mr Egerton 
had never yet given her a single glance, or hint upon 
the subject. 

Sir Pert. My lord, I have been just this varv in- 
stant talking to him aboot his shyness to the lady. 

Enter Tomx<ins. 

Tomlins. Counsellor Plausible is come, sir, and 
Serjeant Eitherside. 

Sir Pert. Why, then, we can settle this business 
this vary evening, my lord. 

Lord L. As well as in seven years— and, to mak* 
the way as short as possible, pray, Mr Tomlins, pf** 
^cnt your major's compliments and mine to La^y 
Hodolpha, and let her ladyi^hip know we wish to 
speak to her directly. [£jf7i To^fLiKS.] He^halUt- 
tack iier this instant, ^sJir Pettinax. 

Sir Pert, Ha! ha! hal ay ! that's axcellent, *>• 
}s doing business efiectaaliy, my lord ! 

Lord i. Oh ! 1 i^ill pit them in a moment, Stf 
i'erpinax — that will bmig th§m into t)io beat of ^9 
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ctioD at once ; and save a deal of awkwardness oa 
oUi fiides^*Oh» here your dulcinea comes, sir ! 

Enter Ladt Rodolpha. 

Ladif Rod. Weel, Sir Pertinax, I attend your com- 
lands, and yours, my paternal lord. [She courtesies. 

Lord L. Why then, my filial lady, we are to in* 
orm you, that the commission for your ladyship, and 
bis enamoured cavalier, commanding you jointly 
nd inseparably to serve your country, in the ho- 
ourable and forlorn hope of matrimony, is to be 
igned this very evening. 

lAidy Rod. This evening, my lord ? 

Lord L, This evening, my lady: come. Sir Perti- 
ax, let us leave them to settle their liveries, wed- 
ing suits, carriages, and all their amorous equipage 
Df the nuptial camp. 

Sir Pert. Ha ! ha! ha ! axcellent weel ! I voow, 
ny lord, ye are a great officer : this is as gude a 
nanoeuvre to bring on a rapid engagement, as the 
tblest general of them aw could ha started. 

LordL. Ay, ay ; leave them togetheri they'll soon 
K)me to a right understanding, I warrant you> or the 
icedle and the loadstone have lost their sympathy. 

Eger^ [Aside.] What a dilemma am 1 in ! 

^Exeunt Lord Lumbercourt and Sir 
Pertinax. 

Lady Rod. Why, this is downright tyranny — it has 
juite damped my spirits, and my betrothed yonder 
terns planet-struck too, I think. 

Eger* [Aside.^ A whimsical situation mine ! 

Lady Rod. [Aside*] Ha! ha! ha! metlunks we 
ouck like a couple of cawtious geenerals, that are 
tbliged till take the field, but neither of us seema 
riUing to come till action. 

Eger, [Aside,] 1 protest, I know not bow to ad* 
ren her. 

^adif Rod. He wuU w adv^oey I secr-wbat fm 
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I to do i* tbb afiair i gude traith, I wu^ even do, 
suppose many brave heroes ha done before me; 
a gude face upo' the matter, and so conceal an ac 
heart, under a swagi^^ering countenance. [As 
Sir, sir, ass we ha. by the commands of our \ 
fathers— a business of some little consequence 
transact—I hope ye wull excuse ray taking the 
berty of recomending a chair till ye. 

[Courtesies very 

Eger. \Greatfy embarrassed.] Madam, I be^ 
pardon. [Hands her a Chair, then one, for fti^ 
Please to sit, madam. [They sit <i 

Lady Rod* [Aside,] Aha! he's resolved nc 
come too near till me, I think. 

Es^er. [Aside.] A pleasant intervievr— hem ! li 
: Lady Rod. [AsideA Hem ! hem 1 [Mimics him, 
wull not open the congress, I see ; then I wttli. [ 
hud.] Come, sir, whan wull ye begin ? 

JSgfr. [^Starts.] Begin ! what, madam ? 

La^ Rod. To make love till me. 

JSger. Love, madam ? 

LMdt/ Rod. Ay, love, sir ; why, you ha never 6 
word till me yet upo' the subject ; nor cast a s 
glance at me, nor brought forth one tender sigh 
even yeance secretly squeezed my loof. Nov« 
thof oor fathers are so tyrannical, ass to dispc 
us merely for their ain interests, without a s 
thought of oor hearts or affections; yet, sir, I 
ye ha mair humanity than to think of wedding 
without first admeenistering some o' th' preleei 
lies usual on those occasions ? 

Eger. Madam, 1 own your reproach is just : I 
therefore no longer disguise my sentiments, bui 
)y let you know my he^rt— - 

Laay Rod, Ah ! ye are right, ye are right, cc 
Honourably and affectionately right — noow tl 
what 1 like of aw things in my swain — ay,, ay, 
^in, open your jiieart frankly to me, ass a true 
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^oold ; but sit ye doown, tit ye doown agaiiiy I aball 
Return your frankness and your passion, cousin, wi' a 
siting tenderness, equal to the amorous enthusiasm 
dfan ancient heroine. 

£ger. Madam, if you will hear m e 

JLa^ Rod. But remember ye must begin yeer ad- 
dress wi' fervency, and a most rapturous vehemence; 
Or ye are to conseeder, cousin, that oor match is na 
^U arise fra the union of hearts, and a long decorum 
"C^ ceremonious courtship, but is instantly tUl start at 
'^ance, out of necessity, or mere accident, ha ! ha ! 
^9 ! just like a match in an ancient romance, where, 
^« ken, cousin, the knight and the damsel are mu- 
'^ally smitten, and dying for each other at first sight ; 
^r by an amorous sympathy, before they exchange a 
Single glance, 
'^ £ger. Dear madam, you entirely mistake* 

Lady Rod. So noow, cousin, wi' the true roman« 
Uc enthusiasm, ye are till suppose me the lady o' th*. 
enchanted castle, and ye — ha ! ha ! ha ! ye are to be 
the knight o' the sorrowful countenance, ha ! ha ! ha! 
and, upon honour, ye louck the character admirablyi 
lia! ha! • 

Eger. Trifling creature ! 

• Liufy Rod, Nay, nay. nay, cousin, guin ye do na 
begin at yeance, the lady o' the enchanted castle 
wiidl vanisli in a twankling. 

£ger. [Rises.'] Lady Rodolpha, I know your talent 
for raillery well ; but at present, in my case, there is 
a kind of cruelty in it. 

Ladtf Rod. Raillery ! upon my honour, cousin, ye 
mistake me quite and clean. I am serious ; tary sc« 
rious ; ay, and I have cause tilt be serious : ay, and 
vary sad intill the bargain [Rises,] nay, I wull submit 
sny ca^ even till yoursel — can any poor lassie be in 

• mair lamentable condeetion [Whining] than to be 
aent.four hundred miles, by the commands of a posi- 
live grandmother, till marry a man, who, I find, has 



na mur afiisction for me, than if I had been his 
these seven years? 
Eger. Madaniy I am extremely sorrv-*— 
Ladj^ Rod. But it is vary weel, cousin— vary 
* see your aversion plain enough — and, ; 
I mu«t fell ye iairly^ ye are the ainly mon thut 
dighted my person, or that drew tears fra these € 
but its vary weel [Cne^.j I wuU return till See 
to-morrow morning, and let my grandmother 1 
hoow I have been affronted by your siightSi 
contempts, and your aversions. 

Eger. If you are serioui» madam, your dii 
give^ me a deep concern ; but afiection is not i 
power : and when you know that my heart is 
covirabjy given to another woman, I think you 
dersianding, and good nature, will not only pi 
my past coldness and neglect of you, but forgi« 
when I tell you, 1 never can have that honour \ 
ia intended me, by a connection with your lad; 
Ladif Rod, [Starting up,] How, sir! arey^ ser 
£ger. Madam, I am too deeply interested, be 
fL man of honour and a lover, to act otherwise 
you on so tender a subject. 

Lad^ Rod, And so, ye persast in slighting v 
Eger. 1 beg your pardon, but I must be expl 
and at once declare, that I never can give my 
where I cannot give my heart. 

Lady Rod. Why then, sir, I must tell you 

your declaration is sic an affront ass na won 

speerit ought to bear, and here 1 make a solemn 

never till pardon it — but upon yean condeetioi 

£ger. if that condition be in my power, mac 

Lady Rod. Sir, it is in your power. 

Jtiger. Then, madam, you may command mc 

LuJy Rod. Why, thefa, sir, the condeetion U 

ye must here gie me your honour, that na i 

tunit . , command, or menace o' your faithcr — ii 

that na consideration whatever, shall induce ] 
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iake m^, Rodolpha Lumberoourt^ till be your wedded 
wife. 

£ger. Madam ! I most solemnly promise I never 
will. 

Zuidy Rod. And I, sir* in ray turn, most solemnly 
and sincerely thank ye» for your resolution, [Cour^* 
testes.] and your agreeble aversion, ha ! ha ! ha ! for 
je ha made me as happv as a poour wretch, reprieved 
in the vary instant of intended execution. 

Sger* rrayy madam, how am I to understand aU 
this? 

Ijod^ Rod. Sir, your frankness and sincerity de- 
mand the same behaviour on my side. Thereiore, 
without farther disguise or ambiguity, know, sir, 
that I myself am ass deeply smitten wi' a certain swain, 
Ms i understand ye cure wi yeer Constantia* 
JSger. Indeed, madam ! 

XcM^ Rod* Oily sir, notwithstanding aw my show of 

Biirtb, and courage, here I stand ass errant a trem^ 

■blxQg Thisbe, ass ever sighed or mourned for her 

I^eeramus— and, sir, aw my extravagancoi levity, and 

^edeeculbus behaviour in your presence, noow, and 

^v«r since your faither prevailed on mine to consent 

^ii this match, has been a premeditated scheme to 

iprovoke your gravity and gude sense intill a cordial 

^^U^ust, and a {xwitive refusal. 

£ger. But with your leave, madam, if I may pre* 
^^me so far— pray who is your lover i 

Lady Rod. Why, in that too, I shall surprise you 
^^rhaps more than ever, in the first ^lace, he is a 
^^ggar, and in disgrace wi' an unforgiving fiiither, 
^-^id in the next place, sir — he is [Courtesies*] your 
■^"in brother. 

Eger, Is it possible ? 

ladtf Rod. A most amorous truth, sir—that is— - 
^^ far ass a woman can answer for her ain heart. So 
^^«see, cousin Charles, thoff I could na mingle afiec- 
^ions wi* ye, I ha na ganged oot the family. 
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Eger. Madam, gi^e me leave to congratul 
self upon your a&ction— -jou couldn't hav< 
it on a worthier object ; and whatever is t( 
chance in this lottery of our parentf, be assu 
my fortune shall be devoted to your happh 

Ladi^ Rod. Generous indeed, cousin, bi 
whit nobler, I assure vou, than your brother, 
believes of you ; and pray credit me, sir, 
shall both remember it, while the heart feels 
mory retains, a sense of gratitude ; but now, 
me ask oiie question—- pray how is your mc 
fected in this businesa? 

Eger> She knows of my passion, and wi 
sure, be a friend to the common cause. 

Lady Rod* Ah ! that is lucky, vary luck 
first step must be to take her advice upon c 
duct, so as still keep our faithers in the d 
we can hit off some measure that wuli wii 
aboot till our ain purpose, and till the comm 
rest of our ain passions. 
. . Eger» You are very right, madam ; for shi 
father suspect my brotlier's affection for yo 
ship, or mine for Constantia, there is no § 
what would be the consequence : his whoh 
ne^s depends upon this bargain with my lord 
gives him the possession of three boroughs, an 
madam, are much dearer to him than the hf 
of his children : 1 am sorry to say it, but to 

!_; if*.! 1 U_ 1.1 •.£!__ 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I. 



A Librarym 

ter Sift PxRTiNAX and CouKSiLLOlt 
Plausible. 

^t. No, no ; come away> CounseHor Plausi- 
e away, I say ; let them chew upon it— let 
Mr upon it.*— Why, Counsellor, did you ever 

aertinate, so meddling, and so obstinate 
, 8ES that Sergeant Eitherside I confound 
', he has put me oot of aw temper I 
ile is very positive, indeed. Sir Pertinax, and 
was intemperate and rude ; but, Sir Perti- 
luld not break off the match, notwithstand- 
certainly, even without the boroughs, it is 
Ageous tmrgain, both to you and your son. 
ft. But, Plausible, do you think I wull give 
nination till three boroughs \ why, I would 
re him twanty, nay tharty thousand pounds 
lier part o' th' bargain — especially at this 
when votes are. likely to become so valu* 
y, mon, if a certain afiair comes on, they'll 
) five hundred per cent. 
^ doubt they will. Sir Pertinax;— -but what 
lo in this case I for Mr Sergeant insists that 
ively iDgrecd to my lord's having the nomi* 
the three boroughs during his own life. 
/. W hy yc8y in the first sketch of the agree* 
jlit^ve; 1 did consent^ but at that timcj mon> 
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my lord'i afiairs did not appear to be half so 
rate* ass I noow find they turn oot. Sir, he n 
quiesce in whatever I demand, for I ha eott 
intill sic an hobble, that he canna exist witho 

Plau. No doubt. Sir Pertinax, you have hii 
lutely in your power. 

Sir Pert. Vary wed | and ought not a n 
make his vantage of it i 

Pktu, No doubt you ought, no manner of 
btit. Sir Pertinas, there is a secret spring in 1 
siness, that you do not seem to perceive, and 
I am afraid, governs the whole matter res 
these boroughs. 

Sir Pert. What spring do ye mean, Couns 

Plau. Why, this. I have some reason t 
that my lord is tied down by some means, o 
to bring Sergeant Eitberside in, the very 1 
cancy, for one of those boroughs— now tha 
lieve, is the sole motive, why the sergeant is 
strenuous that my lord should keep the boro 
his own power, feariog that you might reject 
some man of your own. 

Sir Pert, Oh i my dear Plausible, ye are c 
.yes, vary clever— ve ha hit upo' the vary stx 
has made aw this discord-^O ! I see it«— I see i 
but baud haud— bide a wee bit— a wee bit, 
haa thought come iotill my head — ^yes — I thin 
Plausible, wi' a little twist in our negociati 
the vary string, properly tuned, may be still 
produce the vary harmony they wish for— yi 
ha it — this sergeant, 1 see, understands busm' 
if I am not mistaken, knows hoow till take 8 

Plau* Ohi nobody better. Sir Pertlnax, 
better. 

•Sir Pert. Why, then, Plausible, the shon 

l^wways the best wi' sic a man ; ye must evi 

up till hU mark at yeance, and let him knoix 

jhat 1 wull secure him a seat, for yean of tb 

koroiighsp 
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Plam* Ob! timt will do, Sir Pertioax; that will 
lo. 111 answer for it. 

Sir Ptfi* And further, I beg ye wuU let liim know 

that I think nyari obliged till conseeder him iii thia 

affiur^ aaa actbg for me asa wee! ass for my lord, ass 

a common friend till baith, and For the service he has 

already done us, mak my special compliments till 

him, and pray, let this soft sterling bit of paper be 

my faidiful advocate till convince him what my gra« 

titude ftirther intends for his great [Give$ him a Bank 

.Bill.] equity, in adjusting this agreement betwixt my 

lord's faiaaily and mine* 

iVfftf. Hal ha! ha! Sir Pertinax, upon my word 
this b noble— ay, ay ! this is an eloquent bit of pa* 
per, indeed. 

Sir Peri. Maister Plausible, in aw human dealings 
tlie most effectual method is that of ganging at yeance 
till the vary bottom of a men's heart— >for if we ex- 
pact that men should serve us, we must first win their 
•ftctionsby serving them— Oh ! here the^ baith come I 

JEfi^ Load Lumbbrcouet and Sergkant 

ElTHERSIDE. 

Lwrd £b My dear Sir Pertinax, what could prs- 
tolifr yoafo break off this business so abruptly ! — 
Ton are really wrong in the point ; and if you win 
pve yourself time to recollect, vou will find that my 
flaring die nomination to the boroughs for my life, 
was a preliminary article— -and 1 appeal to Mr Ser* 
pant Eilherside here, whether I did not alwajrs un- 
wstand it so. 

8erg^ E. 1 assure you, Sir Pertinax, that in all his 

Wdship's conversation with me upon this businsss, 

^ in nis positive instructions too, we always under* 

tpod the nomination to be in my lord, durante vitd, 

UrantevitA*— clearly, clearly, beyond a shadow of a 

lubt. 

fir fSffU Why, then, my lord, till shorten the dU- 
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pate, all I can say, in answer till your lordship, tSy d^at 
there has been a total mistake betwaxt us in thili 
point-— and therefore the treaty must end here-r>I give 
it up— I wash my honds of it for ever,— -Ibr erer. 
' Plau. Welly but| gentlemen, a little patience prqrt 
Sure this miistake, somehow or other, itiay be recti- 
fied— Mr Sergeant, pray let you and I step into the 
next jroom by ourselves, and reconsider the clams 
relative to the boroughs, and try if we cannot hit 
upon some medium that will be agreeable to both 
parties* 

Serg. E. Mr Plausible, I have already considonei 
the clause fully, am entirely master of the question, 
and my lord cannot give up the point ; it is uokind, 
unreasonable to expect it, and I iihall never, never-^ 
on no account whatsoever, shall I ever advise hua to 
give it up. 

Plan. Nay, Mr Sergeant, I beg you will not mil* 
apprehend me— do not think I want his lordship to, 
give up any point without an equivalent Sir Perti? 
nax, will you permit Mr Sergeant and me to retire 
for a few moments, to re- consider this point about 
the three boroughs ? 

;S}> Pert. We aw my heart and saul, Maister Plsa- 
sible, ain^ thing till accommodate his lordship— ainy 
thing — amy thing. 

Plau, What say you, my lord ? 

Lord L. Nay, I submit it entirely to you, and Mr 
Sergeant. 

Plau. Come, Mr Sergeant, let us retire. 

Lord L. Ay, ay, go, Mr Sergeant, and liear what 
Mr Plausible has to say, however. 

Serg. J?. Nay, I will wait on Mr Plausible, my lord, 
with all my heart ; but I am sure I cannot suggest 
the shadow of a reason for altering my present 0{d« 
nion : — impossible, impossible, he cannot give them 
up. It is an opinion from vi\\\d\ V m-wv wever depart*. 

jP/au. Well, weW^ Ao uov >a^ ^^ivCv? ^>^\x '^^^^sisx^ 
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do not be positive* 1 am ture reason, and your client's 
oonveniency, wiU iilways make you alter your opinion. 
I ^Sefgm JB. Avy ay, reason, and my client's conve-* 
lueiicgr, Mr PJattsiDle, will always controul my 001- 
Mpo, depend upon it. Ay, ay ! there you are right. 
Sky I attend you. [Exeunt Lawyers. 

' Sir Pert, 1 am sorry, my lord, extremely sorry, 
indead* that this mistake has happened. 
• JLord L,^ Upon honour, and so am 1, Sir Pertinax. 
fi^ Pert* But come, noow, after aw, your lordship 
■Bost allow, ye ha bee n i' the wrang. Come, my dear 
Ivd I ye must allow that noow. 

- LttrH L. How so, my dear Sir Pertinax ? 

I (HrPert. ^ot aboot the boroughs, my lord, for 
dioie I do not mind of a bawbee — ^but aboot yeer 
iKttrust of my triendsliip. Why, do ye think noow,«— I 
appeal till your ain breast, my lord,— do ye think, I 
•ay, that I should ever ha refused, or slighted your 
iDraahip's nomination till these boroughs ? 
^ . JLor^ L, Why, really, I don't think you would, Sir 
:F^rtinax ; but one must be directed by one's lawyer, 
^tt know. 

- Sir Pert. Ha I my lord, lawyers are a dangerous 

Edes of animals till ha ainy dependence upon— 
y are awways starting punctilios and deeficultiea 
among (Heads : why, my dear lord, it is their interest, 
Ibat aw mankind should be at variance ; for disagree- 
aoent is the vary manure wi' whach thev enrich and 
Atten the land of leetigation ; and ass they find that 
that constantly produces the best crop, depend upon 
iii they wuU awways be sure till lay it on ass thick 
ass they can. 

Lord L. Come, come, my dear Sir Pertinax, you 
most not be angry with the sergeant for his insbting 
MO warmly on this point— -for those boroughs, you 
know, are my sheet-anchor. 

. ^ Sir Pert. 1 know it, my lord ; and a& %xi'ycis^\axv^^ 
ofw/prowptDess to study, and my «l\:c^\^c«wi^ v^ 

e2 
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your lordship's inclination, ass I see that this Sergeant 
Bitherside wishes ye wcci, and ye him, i think nooWf 
he would be ass gade a mon to be returned for yeen 
of those boroughs as could be pitched upon» andaas. 
such I humbly recommend him till yeer lordship's; 
consideration* 

Lord L. Why, my dear Sir Pertinax» to tell you 
the truth, i have already promised him ; he must be 
in for one of them, and that is one reason why I in* 
sisted so strenuously — he must be in. 

Sir Pert. And why not ? — why not i is na yeer 
word a fiat ? and wuU it na be awways so till me I are' 
ye nait my friend, my patron ? and are wc nait by 
this match of our children to be united indll yeaa 
interest ? 

Lord L. So I understand it, I own, Sir Pertinax. 

Svr Peri, My lord, it canna' be otherwise— then* 
for Heaven's sake, ass your lordship and I ha but* 
yean interest for the future, let us ha na mair wordi' 
aboot these paltry boroughs, but conclude the agree- 
ment at yeance — just as it stonds— otherwise there 
must be new writings drawn, new consultations of 
lawyers, new objections and delays will arise, credi- 
tors wull be impatient and impertinent — so that wo 
shall na finish the Lord knows when. 

Lord L, You are right, you are right ; siy no more, 
Mac, say no more — split the lawyers-^you ludge the 
point better than all Westminster Hall could^t shall 
stand as it is — yes, it shall be settled your own way, 
for your interest and mine are the same, I see plainly. 
Oil ! here thd lawyers come— -so, gentlemen— welly 
what have ye done I — how are your opinions now i 

Enter Counsellor Plausible and Sergeant ' 

£lTHERSIDE« 

Serg, E. My lord, Mr Plausible has convinced me 
•-*fuiJy convinced me, that the borouglis should be 
given up to Sir Peri\nasL* 
J^/(fi£, Yes, my lord, I Vv«?^ cow\xAi^Vivvta--^\i^^ 
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Md todi argomento before Mr Sergeant, as were ir* 
reristible. 

Serg* £. He has indeed, my lord ; for when I come 
to consider the long friendship that has subsisted be« 
tween your lordship and Sir Pertinax ; tlie great and 
mutual advantages that must attend this alliance ; the 
Various foreclosing, seizing, distraining, and, in short, 
every shape of ruin that the law can assume, all which 
must be put in force, should this agreement go off, 
and as Sir Pertinax gives his honour, that your lord- 
ship's nomination shall be sacredly observed, why, 
upon a nearer review of the whole affair, 1 am con- 
vinced that it will be the wiser measure to conclude 
the agreement just as it is drawn — just as it is drawn^ 
way lord, it cannot be more to your advantage. 

Lord L. I am very glad you think so, Mr Ser- 
geant, because that is my opinion too — so, my dear 
JEitherside, doiyou and Plausible dispatch the busi- 
ness now as soon as possible. 

Serg, E. My lord, every thing will be ready for 
signing in less than an hour— come, Mr Plausible, 
let us go and Bli up the blanks, and put the last hand 
Co. the writings, on our part. 

Plan. I attend you, Mr Sergeant. 

[Exeuni Lawyers. 

Lord L, And while the lawyers are preparing the 
writings. Sir Pertinax, I will go and saunter with the 
women. ^ 

Sir Pert. Do, do, my lord, and I wull come till 
you presently. 

Lord L. Very well, my dear Mac, I shall expect 
you. [ExU iinging* 

Sir Pert. So ! a leetle flattery, mixt wi' the finesse 
ef a gilded promise on yean side, and a quantum 
aufficit of the aurum palpabile on the other, have at 
last made me the happiest father in Great Britain, 
and feel nothing but dignity aiid elevation— -baud & 
baud J bid^ a wee I bide a wee \ I ha ^^tiV^'cCi^ \sw^« 
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Xer nair ui tbii iiffiur till adjqgt, and then* Sir PertiiUDEi 
ye may dictate till FortuDe herself, aod tend ber tiB 
govern fculs ; while ye show, and cooTiiiGe the worldi 
.uiat wise men awways gorem her. Wha's then i 

' EHter Sau. 




proper juocture 
poleetical pulsa of my spark, and yeance for aw, till 
set it to the exact measure that I would ha it amr 
stantly beat. 

Enter Egerton. 
,Come hither, Chairl^* 
JSger, Your pleasure, sir ? 
Sir Pert. Abqot twa hours since, I told you, 
Chairles, that 1 received this letter express, coni|Haia> 
■ing of your brother's acteevity at an election i' the 
north, against a particular friend of mine ; which has 
given great offence ; and, sir, ye are mentioned ia 
the letter as wccl ass he. To be plain, I must round- 
ly tell ye, that on this interview depends my happi- 
ness ass a men and a faither, and my affection till ye^ 
sir, ass a son, for the remainder of your days. 

Eger, I hope, sir, I shall never do any thine either 
to forfeit your affection, or dit»turb your happiness. 

Sir Peri. I hope so too ; but to the point-*the fad 
is this. There has been a motion made this vary day 
to bring on the grand affair, which is settled for FrH 
day se'ennight ; noow, sir, ass ye are popular, ha to* 
lents, and are weel heard, it is expacted, and I insist 
upon it, that ye endeavour till atone for yeer miscon- 
• duct, by preparing and taking a lairge share in thai 
question, and supporting it wi* aw your poower. 

Egcr, Sir, I have always divided as you dircctejt 

. except on one occa^tion — never voted against your 

friends, only in that a&ir — but, sir, 1 hoi>e you will 

not so exert your iu^vi^uce, as to insLst upoi) ipy sup- 



KttMB I.] tBI VAN OV tHB WOXLII. Sf . 

Aming a neafure by an obvious, prostituted sopfais* 
XTy in dvect opposition to my character and my con- 
icience. 

Sir Pert* Conscience ! did ye ever hear ainy man 
Calk of conscience in poleeticai mailers I conscience* 
quotha ! 1 ha been m parliament these three and 
tiiarty years, and never neard the term made use of 
b^re^-sir, it is an unparliamentary word, and ye 
wull be laughed at for it. 
' Eger. Then, sir, I must frankly tell you, that yon 
work against my nature— would make me a devoted 
partizan to selfish leaders, who have no friendship but 
in faction, no merit but in fallacy, no regard to their 
king, or country, nor to any interest in any measure 
whatsoever, but their own, and with such men I can- 
not connect myself. For know, sir, that the mah'gnant 
ferment, which the venal ambition of the times pro- 
vokes in the heads and hearts of other men—- 1 detest. 

Sir Pert. What are ye aboot, sir ; wi' your mah'g* 
Bant, yeer venal ambeetion and your romantic non« 
aense ? Sir, every mon should be ambectious till serve 
1m country — and every mon should be rewarded for 
iL And pray, sir, would not ye wbh till serve yeer 
country ? answer me that, I say, would not ye wish 
fill serve your country ? 

Egtr. Only show me how I can serve my country, 
and my life is hers# Were 1 qualified to lead her 
armies, to steer her fleets, and deal her honest ven- 
geance on her insulting foes ; or, could my eloquence 
pull down a state leviathan, mighty by the plunder of 
BIB country, black with the treasons of her disgrace* 
and send his infamy down to free posterity, as a mo« 
Bumental terror to corrupt ambition, I would be fore- 
most in such service, and act it with the unremitting 
ardour of a Roman spirit. 

Sir Pert. Why, ye are mad, sir, stark, staring, ra- 
Fing mad ; certainly the fellow has been bitten by 
aome mad whig or other 1 ye are vary young— vary 
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young* iddaedy in these muten ; but experience wdl 
convince ye». sir, that every raon in public butincM 
has twa consciences ; mind* sir ; twa conscience^ a 
releegiutts and a poieeticol conscience-^yoo see a 
mairdiant. or a shopkeeper^ thtt kens the science of - 
the worldy awwavs luocks upon an oath in a (hBton- 
house, or behind a counter, only as an oath in bosi* 
ness— a thin^ of course— a m.re thing o* courier 
that has nathing till do wi' releegion— and just so i^ 
is at an election, exeptly, the same— for instano^ 
noow, I am a candidate— pray observe— I gang till 
a periwig-maker, a hatter, or a hosier, and I give ten, 
twenty, or thartv guineas, for a'periwig, a hat, or a 
pair of hose, and so on through a majority o' voten; 
vary weel; what is the consequence i why, this cobh 
merdal intercourse, ye see, begets a friendship be« 
twixt us, and in a day or twa, these men gang and 
give me their suffrages. Wcel, what is the inference^ 
pray, sir i can yot or an^ lawyer, divine, or casuist, 
caw this a bribe ? nai, sir ; in &ir poleetical reasoo^ 
inff, it is ainly generosity on the ain side, and grati* 
tude on the other—so, sir, let me hai nai mair of yeer 
reicegiousy or philosophicaljrefinements ; but prepaie 
•-attend— 4ina speak till the question, or ye are nsi 
son o' mine— sir, I insist upon it« 

Enter Sam. 

Sam* Sir, my lord says the writings are now rcady» 
and his lordship and the lawyers are waiting for yoa 
and Mr Egerton* 

Sir Pert. Vary weel ; we'll attend his lordshijk 
[Exit Sam.] Come, sir, let us gang doown and dis- 
patch the business. [Gtnng^ is stopped by Eobrtok. 

Eger. Sir, with your permission, I beg you wiH 
first hear me a word or two upon this subject. 

Sir Pert* Weel, sir ; what would ye say ? 

£^er' I have often re&oWedio V«\. ^^Mkr^nvr CBow 
9^ ^w.J my aversion to \]b\a tnaixc&r 



prPari. HooWysir? 

J^. But my respect, and fear of dhobligiog yoa^ 
ehklMrto kept me silent 
ibr jPtrt. Your avarsion ! boow dar« ye me sic 
;«age till me f your avarsion ! luock you, air, I 
J cut the matter vary shon— •Conieederi«*>my for- 
e is x» inheritance; aw my ain aoquiteetion ; I 
make ducks and drakes of it; so do luit provcJse 
» but sign the articles directly. 
^er» 1 he^ your pardon, sir ; but I must be free 
mis occasion, and tell you at once, that 1 can no 
jer dissemble the honest passion, that fills my 
rt for another woman. 

UrPert. Hoow! another woman ! and, ye viilaiOf 
r dare ye love another woman without my parmis- 
i-i-but what other woman ? wha is she i ^ak, 
apeak* 

iger» Constantia* [Bamng nsery /oto» 

\ir Pert. Constantial Oh, ye profligate i whatpA 
lUire taken in for charity ? 
Zger. Her poverty is Aot her crime, sir, but her 
fortune. Her birth is equal to the noblest; and 
ue, though covered with a village garb, is virtue 
, and of mori worth to me than all the splendour 
srmined prid#i or redundant wealdi ; and tliere- 
, sir-^ [Goes up close to him. 

'4t Pert* Ilaud your jabbering, ye villain ; baud 
r jabbering ! none of your romance, or refinementy 
me. I ha but yean question till ask ye, but yean 
Btion, and then 1 ha done wi'ye for ever— for ever 
tierefore think, before ye answer ; wull ye marry 
lady, or wull ye break my heart I 
Iger. Sir, my presence sbali not ofiend you any 
{er ; but when reason and reflection take their 
), I am sure you will not be pleased with yourself 
this impaternal passion* \Going, 

'4T Pert. Tarry, 1 command ye— and I command 
ikev\ ise not to stir, till ye ha given me ain answer 
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-»a defeemtive answer— wull ye many the li 
Willi ye not ^ 

Eger. Since you command me^ sir» know du 
I cannot— will not marry her. [Exit Eat 

Sir Pert, Oh ! tlie villain has shot me throi 
head ; he has cut my vitals 1 I shall run dtstra 
there never was sic a bargain ass I ha made i 
fiielish lord-— possession of his whole estate, wi 
boroughs upon it ; sax members, why what an 
seetion, what consequence ! what dignity, what 
till the house of Macsycophant— O ! domn the 
•—three boroughs, only tor sending doon six I 
sticks — Oh! miserable, ever since this fallov 
intili the world have I been secretly preparii 
for the seat of ministerial dignity, and sure 
never were times so ftvour^e— every thin 
spires ; for aw the auld poleeticall post bon 
broken-winded, and foundered, and canna | 
and ass till the rising generation, the vanity, 
passing yean another in what they fuelishly ca 
aiid ailegance, binds them bond and foot in the 
of luxury ; which wull awways set them up 1 
best bidder ; so that if they can but get when 
till supply their dissipation, a meenister may c 
the poleetical morals of aw sic voluptuaries 
vote that would sell the nation till Prcster Jol 
their boasted leeberties till the Great Mogul. 
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A Library, 

Enter Sir Pertinax and Bitty. 

Sir PerL Come this wary Betty, come this way; 

ire a gude girh and i*JI reward je for this disco* 

^ On i the villain ! ofier her marriage ? 

kiiy* It is true, indeed, I would not tell yotfr ho* 

r a lie for the world; but in troth it lay upon my 

tdence, and I thought it my duty to tell your 

Aip. 

ir Pert. Ye are right, ye are right ; it was yeirtr 

f to tell me, and I'll reward you for it ; ye say 

ster Sidney is in loYe wi' her too-^pray how came 

by that intelligence ? 

\etty. Oh ! sir, 1 know when folks are in lorOi \€t 

a strive to hide it as much as they will ; I know 

f Mr Sidney's eyes> when I see him stealing a kly 

-look at her, by his trembling, his breathing shorty 

dghing when they are reading together— besides, 

he made love verses upon her, in praise of her 

xe, and her playing upon the music ; ay ! and I 

ect another thing, sir, she has a sweetheart, if 

a husband, not far from hence* 

fir Pert. Wha ! Constantia? 

'etty. Ay, Constantta, sir — lord, I can know the 

le a^ir, sir, only for sending over Vo ^"w5\«^^\si 

erHU ford's youngest daugUUr, S\xVe^ ^^SsjjA* 
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Sir Pert. Then send this instant, andget me t pt^ 
ticular account of it* 

Betty. That I will this minute, sir. 

Sir Pert. In the mean time keep a strict watch 
upon Constantia-^-and be sure jrou bring me word of 
whatever new matter ye can pick lip aroot her, mf 
son, or this Hadley husband, or sweetheart* 

Betty. Never fear, sir. UExitBMJVU 

Sir Pert. Wha's there ? 

Enter Tomlins. 

Where is Maister Sidney ? 

Tomlins. In the drawing-room, sir. 

Sir Pefi. Tell him I would speak wi' bim. [Esil 
:To¥Ltiis.] . Why suppose this Sidney noow sheuUI 
i^ privy lill his friend Chairles's love for Constaotia 
-—what tbeo# gude traitb it is natural till think thil 
4us sin love wull demand the preference— 4iy, and 
^tain it too— yas, yas! self-Hielf ! is an ailoquest 
advocate on tliesc occasions— -for only make it a moo^ 
interest till be a rascal, and I think we may sa&^ 
'4ep«iiLd upon his integreety, in serving himseU 

Enter Sidnby. 

Sid. Sir P^rtinax, your servant. Mr Tomlins toU 
sue you desired to speak with me. 

Sir Pert. Yes, I wanted till speak wi' ye upon s 

vary singular business — Maister Sidney, give me your 

.bond. Guin it did na luock like flattery (which 1 df- 

. test,) I would tell ye, Maister Sidney, that ye aress 

honour till your cloth, yeer country, and till huaio 

.nature. 

Sid. Sir, you are very obliging. 

Sir Pert, Sit ye doon here, Maister Sidney-— eity( 

doon here by me— my friend. [They tU.] I am uadei 

the greatest obligations till ye, for the care ye hatakei 

pf Ciiairles — the principles, releegious, moral, soac 

.|^oleetical| that ye ha infused intill hiiD| demand th< 
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reforD of gimdtude, baith fn him, and fra 



jSfdL Your approbation, sir, next to that of toy own 
smiadence, is the bett test of my endeavoun, and 
lie highest aipplause they can receive. 

Sir Peri. Sir, ye deserve it, richly deserve it; and 
Boow, sir, the same care that ye ha had of Churles, 
ihe tame my wife has taken of her favourite, and 
rare never were accomplishments, knowledge, or 
principles, social and relee^'ous, impressed intill a 
better nature than Constant m's. 
9ui, In truth, sir, i think mo too. 
Sir Pert, She is, besides, a gentlewoman, and of 
W glide a femilv ass any in this county. 
mdm So I understand, sir. 
Sir Pert, Sir, her faither had a vast estate; tha 
iririch he dissipated and melted in feastings, and friend* 
dnps, and charities, hospitalities, and sic kind of non* 
mse— bi)t to the businedK— •Mait»ter Sidney, I lovo 
ye— >^B8, I love you, and ha been luocking oot, and 
cntriving hoow till settle ye m the world : sir, I want 
tt see ye comfortably and honourably fiked at the 
ked of a respectable flunily, and guin ye were m^ 
iin son, a tlioosand time^^ 1 ciiuld na midLe a manr 
^hnble present till ye i'or that purpose a'^s a partner 
nr life, than this same Constantiu, wi' sic a fortune 
inn wi* her, ass ye yoursel shall deem to be compe* 
int : av, and an assurance of every canonical contin* 
|lBcy m my poower till confer, or promote. 
• fi& Sir,yoiirofferi8nobleandfnendly; but though 
^ highest station would derive lustre from Constan- 
ts charms and worth, yet, were she more amiable 
than love could paint her in tlie lover'ii fancy, and 
*Mthy beyond the thirst of the miser's appetite, I 
«aiild not-..would not wed her. [Rises. 

Sir Pert, Not wed her ! odzwins, men ! ye surprise 
•• !— why 10 i what hinders i [Hises^ 
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. fiUL I b^ yoa will not ask a reason for my xefii* 
saly but, briefly and finally, it cannot be, nor is its 
subject i can longer converse upon* 
. Sir Peri. Weel, sir, I ha done, I ha done<— «t 
doon, man-— sit doon again— sit ye doon. [Tk^ sU*] 
I shall mentioA it no more — not but I must conTeas 
honestly till ye, friend Sidney, that the match, had ys 
approved of ray proposal, besides profiting you, would 
ha been of singular sarvice till me likewise ; hoov* 
ever ye nuqr still sarve me ass effectually ass if ye bad 
married her. 

Sid. Then, sir, I am sure I will most heartily. . 
. Sir Peri* 1 believe it, I believe it, friend Sidney, 
and I thank ye. I ha na friend till depend upon bat 
yeersel— -my heart is awmost broke— -I canna help 
these tears ; and to tell ye the fact at yeance^ your 
friend Chairles is struck wi' a most dangerous maiSf 
dy, a kind of insanity — in short, this Constantiai 1 sm 
aftaid, has cast an evil eye upon him— -do ye undinr* 
ataodme? 

Sid. Not very well, sir. 

Sir Pert. Why, he is grievously smitten wi' the 
love of her, and I am afraid will never be cured with* 
<>ot a leetle of your assistance. 

Sid. Of my assistance ! pray, sir, in what manner! 

Sir Pert. Chairles has the utmost deference to anf 
opinion or judgment of yours ; now, if you would ad« 
vise him against this mad marriage with Constantia— 
the girl is very poor — a mere dependant on me i could 
you not hint — a— -a— advise— -^nd bring an a&ir ol 
gallantry between them ? [Sidney starts up.] Whal 
is the matter wi' ye, men — ^what the deevii gars yi 
start andluock so astonished ? 

Sid. Sir, you amaze rae ! In what part of my mind 
or conduct, have you found that baseness, wlucb en 
litles you to treat me with this indignity i 

Sir Pert. lndigmty--N?bax. \\wJi^vkit,Y do ye mean 
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-thr? bidcingyelilltenreafnend wi'awenchan in- 
dignity i Sir^ am nol I your patroD, and benefactor^ 

^i 

Sft£ You are, sir; and I feel your li^uoty at my 
-lieart->«4)ut the Yirtuout gratitude that sowed the deep 
•aenae of it there* does not inform me, that ilk returoi 
^fae tutor's sacred function, or the social virtue of the 
Bsan, must be debased into the pupil's pandar* or the 
•^patron's prostitute* 

' Sir Pert Uoow ! what, sir, do ye dispute ? are ye 
•na my dependant !— ha ! and do ye hesitate aboot an 
tirdinary dveelityi which is practised ^very day by 
men and women of the first fashion ? Sir, let me teil 
ye, however nice ye may be, there is na a dependant 
aboot the court that would na jtmp at sic an oppor- 
tunity till oblige his patron, 

Sid, Indei^t^ sir^ 1 believe the doctrine of pimping 
for patrons may be learned in every party school ; for 
where faction and public venality are taught as mea- 
sures necessary to the prot^perity of the Briton and 
. the patriot — there every vice is to be expected. 

Str Pert. Oho ! oho ! vary wee), fine insinuations ! 
I ken what you glance at-^yes, ye intend this satire 
SUB a slander upon mecnisters— ay ! ay ! fine sedeetion 
•gainst government^-' Jh ! yevillain-^ye—ye*— sirrah 
—ye are a black sheep, and. I'll mark ye, and repre- 
sent ye ; I'll draw your picture — ah ! ah ! f am glad 
ye show ^oursel — ^yas, yas— ye ha taken off the mask 
iit last, ye ha been in my service for inany years, yc 
hypoerite i ye impobtor— but 1 never knew your prin* 
cipies before. 

Sid. Sir, you never affronted them before ; if you 
bad you should have ' nown them sooner. 

Sir Peri. 1 ha d<me wi' ye— 1 ha done wi' ye.-— 
Ay, ay, noow 1 can account tor my son's conduct ; 
his aversion till courts, till meenisters, levees, public 
business, and his disobedience till my commadds— ^ 
perleedious iellow-^you're a Judas i ye lia ruined tbe 

f2 
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■lorals of ny son, ye villain ; but I ha done wi' ye; 
however this I wull prqphesy at oor pairting, for your 
comfort, that guin ye air bo vary squeamish in obli- 
ging your patron, ye*ll never rise in the church. 

Sid* Though my concLuct, sir, should not make me 
rise in her power, I am sure it will in her fiivour— in 
the favour of my own conscience too, and in the 
esteem of all worthy men ; and that, sir, is a power 
and dignity beyond what patrons of any denomioa* 
tion can confer. [Exit Sidney. 

i&V Pert. What a reegorous, saueyt stiff-necked fel- 
low it is !-— I see my folly noow ; i am undone by my 
ain policy ! this Sidney was the last man that should 
ha been aboot my son. The fellow, indeed, bath 
given him principles that might ha done vary weel 
among the ancient Romans, but are domned unfit for 
the modem Britons-^weel ! guin I had a thousand 
sons, I never would suffer yean of yeer English uni* 
varsity-bred fellows till be aboot a son of mine again; 
for they ha sic an a pride of leeterature, and charac- 
ter, and siq saucy English notions of leeberty, con- 
teenually fermenting in their thoughts, that a moa 
is never sure of one of them ; but what am I to do? 
Zoons, he must nai marry this begsar— >I canna sit 
doon tamely under that — stay, baud a wee ^ by the 
blood I have it-^yas ! I ha hit upon't. 

Enter Betty, 

Betty. Oh ! sir ; I have got the whole secret out. 

Sir Pert, Aboot what! 

Betti/. About Miss Constantia ; I have just had all 
the particulars from Farmer Hilford's youngest 
daughter, Sukey Hilford. 

Sir Pert. Weel, weel, but what is tlie story ? quick, 
quick, what is it ? 

Betty. Why, sir, it is certain that Mrs Constantia 

dbas a sweetheart, or a husband, a sort of a gentleman, 

.f)r a gentiemau's gentleman, they don^t know whicbt 



«eZKS iJ] VHX MAN OV THE WOR&^ €7 

>that lodgQt at Gaffer Hodges's s for Sukey aayg she 
saw them together last night in the d^fk walk, and 
Mrs Constantia was all in tears. 

Sir PerL Ah ! I am afraid this is too gude news 
lill be trua 

"Betty, Oh! sir/ it is certainly true; besides, 8ir» 
the has just writ a letter to the sallant ; and I have 
lent John the gardener to her, mxo is to carry it to 
him to Hadley ; now, sir, if your worship would seize 
die letter. — See, see, sir, here John comes, with the 
letter in his hand ? 

^ Pert. GOf go ; step ye oot, Betty, and leave 
the fellow till me. 

Betty. I will, sir* [Exit Bittt« 

Enter JoBVf toith a PacJcet^ and a Letter. 

John. There, go you into my pocket. [Puts up the 
Packet*'] There's nobody in the library— so I'll e'en 
go ^through the short way ; let me see what is the 
namc^Mel— Meltil— O, no ! Melville, at GaSbr 
Hodges's. 

Sir Pert. What letter is that, sir I 

John. Letter, sir ! 

Silr Pert. Give it me, sir. 

John. An't j^ease your honour, sir-^t— it— it is 
not mine. 

Sir Pert. Deliver it this instant, surah, or PU 
break yeer head. 

John. There, there, your honour. 

{Gives the Letter to 8iR Partinax. 

Sir Pert. Begone, rascal [g-^m I suppose wull let 
OB intill the whole business. 

John. [Aside.] You have got the letter, old 8ur]y» 
but the packet is safe in my pocket. PU go and de- 
liver that, however; for I will be true to poor Mra 
Constantia, in spite of you. [&eit John* 

;i^ Pert. [Reading the Letter.] Um !— Urn !— Urn ! 
4nd bkss my eyes with the ei^ of yon, Um t un| ! 
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' fhr&Hb imykifinto your dmr arrm. Zooiit» this letter 
is laTfiiofible! 

Etder Bbttt* 

Oh ! Betty, ye are an excellent wench, this letter k 
worth a million. 

Bdty. Is If, as I suspected, sir« to her sweetheart? 

Sir FerU It is — it 18 ! bid Consiantia pack oot of 
the house this instant ; and let them get the chaise 
ready, to carry Iter wherevec she pleases; but fint 
•end my wife and Bon hither. 

Betty- 1 shall, sir. 

Sir Pert. Do so, begone. [Exit Bettt.] Aba! 
MaiHter Charles, I believe .'I shall cure your pasMon 
for a vartuous beggar, noow; I think he canna be so 
. infatuated as to be a dupe till a strumpet — Let me 
see — hodw am I till act noow ?— why, like a true ^ 
leetician, I must pretend most sincerity where I in* 
tend most deceit. 

jE/./fr Lady Macsycophant and Egertok. 

WeeK C'hairles, notwithstanding the meeseryycbs 
brought upon me, I ha feent for ye and yeer mother, 
in order till convince ye baith of my affection, anA 
my readiness till forgive; nay, and even till indulge 
your peryerse passion ; for since I find this Constan— 
tia has got hold of your heart, and that your moihet" 
and ye tliink that ye can never be happy withooC:- 
her, wiiy I'll na longer oppose yeer inclinalions. 

/v^'fr. Dear sir, you snatch me from sharpest nij-^ 
sery I On my knees let my heart thank you for thi^ 
goo incss ^^ 

Ladi/ Mac, Let me express my thanks too, ancr^ 
my joy ; tor had you not consented to his marrying 
litr, we all should have been miserable. 

Sir Vert. W eel, 1 am glad I ha found a way i^ - 
please ye baith at last — but noowi my dear Cnaa e:^: 
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mppoie Djoowy that this SDotleui yeatal^ this wonder 
Q^ vartue, this idol o£ your hearty should be a conceal- 
ed wanton, ader aw ? 
Eger. A wantont sir ! [Eagerfym 

Sir Pert* Or suppose thot she should have an en- 
ntfeinent of marriage^ or an intrigue wi* another 
mon, and is only making a dupe of ye aw this time ; . 
I say only suppose it, my dear, dear Chairles ; what 
ifpuld ye think of her ? 

Eger. I should think her the most deceitful, and > 
t|ie most subtle of her sex, and, if possible, would 
never think of her again. 

Sir Pert* WuU ye cive me yeer honour of that i 

Eger. Most solemnly, sir, 

' Sir Peri. Enough — I am satisfied. [Cries withjoy^] 

You make me young again ; I was afraid ye were fas- 

einated wi' the charms of a crack. Dp ye ken thia 

Kond? 

Jiger. Mighty well, sir. 
Sir Pert. And ye, madam i 
, Ladt/ Mac As well as I do my own, sir : it is Con« 
Itantia's 

Sir Pert, It is so ; and a better evidence it is, than 
tny that can be given by the human tongue ; here is 
^ warm, rapturous, lascivious letter,* under the hypo- 
critical syren's ain bond ; her ain bond, sir, her ain 
bond. But judge yourselves— —read it. 
! Eger» [Reads. J / have ordif time to tell foUf that 
fhejamify came doU)n sooner than I expected^ and that 
J cannot bless my eyes with a sisht of you tiil the even*' 
uig* The notes and jevoeU, tmch the bearer of this 
isUl deliver to you^ tioere presented to me since I saw 
ifou, by the son of my benefacto r 
Sir Pert, Now mark. 

Eger, [Reads.] All which I beg you toUl convert to 
your oton immediate use^Jor my heart has no room for 
jDLny wish, orjbrtuneg but what C0Qtri6ut^ to ))0UT tti* 
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whftt ft dupe she roftket of you? Btn mark vrhai fbt* 
lows ; mark, Chairles, mark. 

£ger [Reads.] Oh, h<m I lom^^--^ 

Sir Pert. Mark- 

' Eger. [Reads.] To throto ti^yselfinio yo«r dear, 
dear arms 

Sir Pert. Mark, mark. 

Eger. [Read<».] To sooth uour /bars, vour apprehen* 
mnSf and your tomms. I have something to teil you 
of the utmost moment, but mil reserve it till we meet 
this evening in the dark umi/^..^..— in the dark waik i 

SirJ^ert. fn the dark walk— ah! an eril-ejed 
curse upon her ! yas^ yas, she has been often in the 
dark walk, i belteve— >Dut read, read ! 

E^er. [Readfl.] In the mean time, banish alljear^i 
mnd hope the best, fra/m fortune, tind your ever dtdifvi 
and ever affectionate 

COMSTAMTIA HaKRIN^TON. 

Sir Pert. There, there's a warita epistle for ydu 1 
in short, the fact is, the hussyi ye must know, is mai^ 
tied till the iellow. 

JE^er, Not unlikely, sir. 

Lady Mac. Indeed, by her letter, I believe she is. 

Sir Pert. Noow, msdam^ what amends can ye make 
me for countenancing; your sen's passion for sic an ik 
reptile ?' and ve, sir, what ha ye till say for your dis« 
obedience atia your phrenjsy? Oh! Chairles! Clialrles! 
you'll shorten ray days I X^Sits dcnon. 

Eger. Pray, sir, be patient — compose yourself ft 
tkioment! i will mtik^ you any compensation in my 
power. 

Sir Pert. Then instantly sign the articles of mar- 
riage. 

Eger. Hie lady, sir, has fiever yet been consulted* 
ftnd i have some reason to believe that her heart & 
engaged to another mao. 
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the wall consent ; v^A tbA%*9 mw we urn till OQiisid«r« 
Oh ! here coiq^s my Iprd ! 

Enter Lord Lumbebcourt. 

Lord L. Sir Pertinax, every tbing it ready, add 
the lawyers wait for us. 

Sir Pert. We attend your lerdsbip ; where is Lady 
JU>dolpha i 

Lord L, Giving some female consohuion to poor 
Coqstantia. Why, my lady, ha! ha! ha! I hear 
your vestal, Constaiitia» has heen flirting I 

Sir Pert. Yas, yas» my lord, she is in very gude 
order for aiuy mon that wants a wife^ and an heir till 
his estate intili the bargain. 

Enter Tomlins. 

Tomlins. Sir, there's a man below that wants to 
iqpeak to your honour upon particular business. 

Sir Pert. Sir, 1 canno speak till ainy body noow.— 
be must come another time ; haud-*stay, what, is ha 
« gentleman? 

TomUns. He looks soipothing like one, sir ; a sort 
of a gentleman ; but he seems to be in a kind of a 
passion, for when I asked \m name, he answered has* 
tiiy« 'Tia no matter, friend ; go tell your master there 
is a gentleman here, that must speak to him directly. 

Sir Pert. Must! ha! vary peremptory indeed! 
F^ythee let's siee this angry sort of a sentiemaii, for 
wriosit/f takt. \EsU Toici.iva. 

Enter LApr Rod^lpha. 

LatfyRod. Oh! my Lady Macsycopjbant, I am 
oome an bumble advocate for a weepii^? piece of fe- 
male frailty, who begs she may ho permitted to 
i^eak tiUyour ladyship, before ^ou finally reprobate 
iier» 

Sir Pertf I beg your pardoOy Lady ftodolpha^ bajC 
ft must not be; «ae. k^r^ilkt ahaU ps\% 
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i^tfci^ ilfditf. Nay, there can be ho barm, inj 
in hearing what she has to say for herself. 
Sir Peri* I tell you it shall not be* 
Ladj^ Mac. Well, well, my dear, I have d 
have done. 

Enter Tomlins and Mel villi. 

TomUns, Sir, that is my master; 

Sir Pert, Weell, sir, pray what is your urge 
•iness wi' me, sir ? 

Mel. To shun disgrace, and punish basenel 

Sir Pert, Punish basehess ! what does the 
mean ? wha are ye, sir ? 

Mel> A man, sir. 

Sir Pert, A mon, sir ! 

Mel. And one whose spirit and fortune one 
as proud a sway as any within this county's lii 

jLord L. You seem to be a soldier, sir ? 

MeL I was, sir, and have the soldier's certi 
to prove my service — rags and scars : for tei 
years, in India's parching clime, I bore my coi 
cause, and in noblest dangers sustained it wi 
sword— >at length ungrateful peace has laid mc 
where welcome war first took me up — in pov 
and the dread of cruel creditors. Paternal af 
brought me to my native land, in quest oi a 
child. I found her, as I thought, amiable as p] 
fondness could desire, but lust and foul sied 
have snatched her from me ; and hitlier am I 
fraught with a father's anger and a soldier's h 
to seek the seducer, and glut revenge. 

Lady Mac, Pray, sir, who is your daughtei 

MeL I blush to own her — but— Constantia 

Omnes. How! 

Lady Mac, Constantia! 

Eger. Is Constantia your daughter, sir ? 

Mei. She is, and was the only comfort that i 
fortune, or my own txtrayagance, had left rm 



■MB |.] 9HB MAN OV THE WOBLI>. 7S 

Sir FerU Gude trakh, then I ftncy j% wuU find 
t Ttty little comfort fira her ; for she is na better 
in she lAould be— ehe has had na damage in this 
insion ; but ye may gang till Hadley, till yean Far- 
ir HodgesH»9 and there ye may leani the whole ttory^ 
, a cheel they caw Melville. 
Md. Melvme ! 
Srp fer^. YaSy sir; Melville. 
Mdn O! would to Heaven she had no crime to an- 
er, but her commerce with Melville— no, sir, he is 
t the man ; it is vour son, your Bgierton, that has 
luced her! and here, sir, are the evidences of his 
hiction* 

^er. Of my seduction, sir ! 
f/KL Of yours, sir, if your name be Efferton. 
'^er. I am that man, sir ; but pray what is your 
Idence? 

Md. These bills, and these gorgeous jewek—4iot to 
had in her monial state, but at the price of chas* 
f ; not an hour since, she sent them, impudently 
It them, by a servant of this house; contagious in* 
av started from their touch. 
Bger. Sir^ perhaps you may be mistaken concern* 
; the terms on wnich she received them ; do you 
\ dear her conduct with respect to MelviUe, and I 
I instantly satisfy your fears concerning the jewels, 
1 her virtue. 

Mirf. Sir, you give me new life ; you are my better 
;;el— I beUeve in your wotds, your looks—know 
Q— *I am that Melville. 

Sir Fert. Hoow, sir ! ye that Melville, that was at 
rmer Hodges's \ 

Mel. The same, sir ; it was he brought my Con* 
otia to my arms, lodged and secreted me — once 
lowly tenant, now my only firiend; the fear of 
xorable creditors made me change my name from 
rriogton to Melville, till I could see and consult 
nOi who once called themselvea my friends^ 

o 
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Eger. Sir, suspend vour fears and anger, but for 
a few minutes-^t will keep my word with you rdi* 
giously ; and bring your Constantia to your annSi a 
virtuous and as happy as you could wish her* 

[Bxeunt Lady Macstcophamt and EotaTOir. 

Sir Pert' llie clearing up of this wench's virtue it 
dom'd unlucky ! I'm afraid it will ruin aw oor afiin 
i^in — hoowever, 1 ha yean stroke still in my heed, 
that wuU secure the bargain wi my lord, let matteis 

Sng as they wulL [Aside-] But I wonder, Bbistei 
elville» that ye did na pick up some leeUe matter 
af the siller in the Indies— Ah 1 there ha been bonny 
fortunes snapped up there of late years by some m 
the nieelitary blades. 

MeL Very true, sir ; but it is an obserration among 
soldiers, that there are some men, who never meet 
with any thing in the service but blows and ill fiv* 
tune— 1 was one of those, even to a proverb* 

Sir Pert. Ah! 'tis pity, sir; a great pity, nooir, 
that ye did na get a mogul, or some sic an animai 
intlU your clutches — Ah ! I should like till ha the 
strangling of a nabob — the rummaging of his gold 
tlust, his jewel closet, and aw his magazines of bars 
and ingots ; ha 1 ha ! ha ! gude trouth noow, sic an 
a*.v fellow would be a bonny cheel to bring over till 
this toown, and till exhibit him riding on an elephant) 
upon honour a mon might raise a polUtax by him, that 
would gang near till pay the debts of the nation ! 

m 

Enter Egerton, Constantia, Lady Macstco- 

phant, and Sidney. 

Eger, Sir, I promised to satisfy your fears coo* 
cerning your daughter's virtue; and my best proof to 
you and all the world, that 1 think her not pnly chaste, 
but the most deserving of her sex, is, that I have made 
her the partner of my heart, and the tender guardiao 
of my earthly happiness for life ! 

Sir Pert, HooWf married ! 



aCXNB !•] TUB MAN OF TH£ WORlJl. 75 

' Eger. I know, sir, at present we shall meet your 
soger— but timei reflection; and our dutiful conduct, 
we hope, will reconcile you to our happiness. 

Sir ^Pert. Naver, naver: and could I make ye, 
her, and aw your issue beggars— -I would move hell, 
heaTen, and earth till effect it 
, Lard L. Why, Sir Fertinax, this is a total rerolu- 
tioD, and will entirely ruin my affiiirs. 
• ^ Peri. My lord, wi the consent of your lord- 
sihip and Lady Rodolpha, I ha an expedient till offer, 
Aat wull not ainly punish that rebellious yillain, bat 
aoiwer every end that your lordship and Lady Rodol- 
pha proposed by the intended match wee him. 

iMrd L. I doubt it much, Sir Fertinax ; I doubt it 
much ; but what is it, sir ? what is your expedient I 
. Sir Peri. My lord, I ha another son, my son 
Sandy, the most virtuous lad that ever was born ; and, 
provided the lady and your lordship ha na objection 
till him, every article of that rebel's intended mar- 

a{e shall be amply fulfilled, upon Lady Rodolpha's 
on with my younger son, Sandy. 
. hard L. Why, that is an expc^ent, indeed, Sir 
Ptrtinax ; but what say you, Rodoipha ? 
. Lad^ Rod* Nay, nay, my lord, as I had na reason 
liQ ha the least amection till my cousm Egerton, and 
9tB my intended marriage wi mm was entirely an act 
ef obedience till my grandmother, provided mv cou-' 
•in Sandjr wull be as agreeable till her ladyshfp, ass 
nj cousin Chairles here, would ha been— 1 have 
na the kast objection till the change : ay, ay, upon 
honour, yean brother is ass gude to Rodoipha ass 
anoUier. 

Sir Pert. I'll ainswer, madam, for your grandmo- 
ther ; noow, my lord, what say you ? 
. Lord L. Nay, Sir Fertinax, so the agreement stands, 
9II is ri^t a^ain ; come, child, let us begone. Look 
ye. Sir rertinax, let me have no more perplexity, or 
trouble about writings, lawyers, duns, debts, ordaugh- 
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ter ; only let me be at my eue, aid rat me if I care 
one piiicii of snuff if her ladyship conootfporateswith 
the Cham of Tartary. fiEtit Load Luicbsbcourt. 

SirP&rim Aatoye, in^LadyMacfycophaiitylsup- 
poie ye omdttded^ bemre ye gate your consent ml 
this match, that there woido be an end of every thmg 
betwixt ye and me: live wi your Constantiat madam, 
your 8on» and that blade sheep there; live iri theiDf 
ye shall ha a jointure, but not a bawbee besMeib li- 
ving or dead, ihall ye, or any of ^our issue* ever see 
of mine; and so my vengeance light iqpon ye aw to* 
gather ! [£w Sia PaRTiwAi^ 

La^ Rod. And noow, gude folksy I will leave ye 
aw with the fsg end of an awd nortli country wiso, 
brought fra the hoi^table land of fkir Strathbogiea 
may mutual love and gude humour ever be the iniest 
of your hearts, the theme of your tongues* and the 
blithsomeohantomeof aw your tricksy dreams throogii 
the rugged road of this crooked, deceitful worU ; and 
may our fathers be an example to oorsel's, that wili 
remind us to treat our bairns, should Heaven crooa 
our endeavours, wi more leeberality and aftctioop 
than that with which our Others have treated us. 

{^ExU Lady RodolpIia* 

Eger. You seem melancholy, Au 

Md. These precarious turns of fortune, sir, wilB. 
press upon the neart : for notwithstanding my Cott^ 
atantia's happiness, and mine in her's, 1 own I cannoS^ 
help feeling some regret, that my misfortunes sbouliff- 
be the cause of any disagreement between a fiithe^ 
and the man, to whom I am under the most endearing 
obligations* 

^er. You, sir, have no share in his disagreement^ 
for had not you been bom, from my fkthePs nature^ 
some other cause of his resentment must have hap^ 
pened ; but for a time, sir, at least, and I hone for lim^ 
affliction, and angry vicissitudes have taxen theix" 
leave of us all ; if affluence can procure content amd 
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ease, the3r are within our reach. My fortune is ample, 
and shall be dedicated to the happiness of this do- 
mestic circle. 

Mj scheme, though mock'd by knave, coquet, and 

fool, 
To thinking minds must prove thb golden rule : 
In an pursuits— but chiefly in a wife, 
Kot wealth, but morals, make die happy life. 

{Exeunt omnes. 



THE END. 
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REMARKS. 



This comedyi by a favourite writer^ had a reception, 
i the first night of its appearance^ far inferior to 
at of his other productions. It was with difficulty 
ved from condemnation ; and the author, in his pre- 
ce, has boldly charged some secret enemies with 
Kiring attempted its destruction. 
Dramatic authors have fewer enemies at the pre- 
nt period, or they have more humiiityi than for- 
erly« . For now, when their works are hissed from 
e Btage> they acknowledge they have had a fair trial, 
id ^deserve their fate. Wherefore should an au- 
lor seek for remote causes, to account for his failures, 
hen to himdelf alone he is certain ever to impute all 
is success ? 

Neither the wit, humour, nor the imitation of na- 
ire, in this play, are of that forcible kind, with which 
le audience had been usually delighted by Far- 
ohar ; and, that the moral gave a degree of superi- 
rity to this drama, was, in those days, of little con- 
^uence : the theatre was ordained, it was thought, 
^r mere pleasure, nor did any one wish it should 
^generate into instruction. 

It may be consolatory to the disappointed authors 
f the present day, to find how the celebrated author 
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of this comedy was incommoded with theatrical 
crosses. He was highly oflfended, that his play was 
not admired; still more angry, that there was an 
empty house on Ifis sixth night, and more angry 
still, that the Opera House, for the benefit of a 
French dancer, was, about this time, filled even to the 
annoyance of the crowded company. The following 
are his own words on the occasion : 

'' It is the prettiest way in the world of despising 
the French king, to let him see that we can a£R>id mo-i 
ney to bribe his dancers, when he, poor man, has ex* 
hausted all his stock in buying some pitiful towns 
and principalities. What can be a greater compli- 
ment to our generous nation, than to have the lady on 
her re-tour to Paris, boast of her splendid entertain- 
ment in England : of the complaisance, liberty, and 
good nature of a people, who thronged her house so 
full, that she had not room to stick a pin ; and left a 
poor fellow, who had the misfortune of being one of 
themselves, without one farthing, for half a year's pains 
he had taken for their entertainment." 

This complaint is curious, on account of the talents 
of the man who makes it ; and, for the same cause, 
highly reprehensible. If Farquhar thought himself 
superior to the French dancer, why did he honoar 
her by a comparison? and if he wanted bread, why 
did he not suffer in silence, rather than insinuate* 
he should like to receive it through the medium of a 
benefit ? 

A hundred years of refinement (the exact time 
:v//2ce this author wrote) may have weakened the force 
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of the dramatic pen ; but 'it has, happily, elevated 
•uthors above the servile spirit of dedications, or the 
loeaaer practice, of taking public benefits. 

As the moral of this comedy has been mentioned 
as one. of its highest recommendations, it must be 
ddded— that, herein, the author did not invent, but 
merely adopt, as his own, an occurrence which took 
place in Paris about that period, just as he has 
represented it in his last act. The Chevalier de 
Chastilfon was the man who is personated by young 
Mirabel, in this extraordinary event ; and the Cheva- 
lier's friend, his betrothed . wife, and his beautiful 
courtezan, are all exactly described in the characters 
of Duretete, Oriana, and Lamorce. 

Having justly abridged Farquhar of the honour 
of inventing a moral, it may be equally just, to 
make a slight apology for his* chagrin at the slen- 
der receipts of his sixth night — He once possessed the 
income which arose from a captain's commission in the 
army ; and having prudently conceived that this little 
revenue would not maintain a wife, he had resolved to 
live, single, unless chance should bestow on him a 
woman of fortune. His person and address were so 
extremely alluring, that a woman of family, but of 
no fortune, conceiving the passion she felt for him to 
be love, pretended she possessed wealth, and decei- 
ved him into a marriage, which plunged them both 
into the utmost poverty. 

This admirable dramatist seems to have been born 

for a dupe. In his matrimonial distress, he applied 

to a nobleman, who had professed a friendship for 

B 2 
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liiin> and befKyugbt his advke how tp annnoiiiit his 
difficulties : The counsel given was— ^ Sell your 
commission for present support, and, before the mo- 
ney for its sale is expended, I will procure you an- 
other." Farquhar complied— and Us patron broke 
word« 
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Petit Mr De Coitf, 

Bravobs— ilfcMT^ M(Mock$, Webb, Evans and 

Sparks, 

Oriana Mrs Young* 

BiSARRB Mrs Jordan, 
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ACT THE PffiST, 



SCENE U 



The Street. 



^ntcr DuG^BD* and his Man, PfiTiT^ in Riding 

Habits. 

J)ug. Sirrah, what's o'clock ? 

Petit, Turned of eleyen, sin 

Ihig. No more! We have rid a swin^ng pacfs fironi 
Nemoqrs, since two this i^ioming ! Petit, run to Rous- 
seau's, and bespeak a dinner, at a louis d-or a head^ 
to be ready by one. 

Petit, now many will there be of you, sir ? 

Jhig. Let me see-^Mirabel one, Duretete tvfo, my« 
self thre^^-^ . :-, 

Petit. And I four.- / • 

Dajg^. How now, sir ? at your old trayelling famili- 
arity \ When abroad, you had some freedomi for want 
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Oriana. Why, traly, brother, I look pretty well, 
thank nature and my toilet; I eat three meals a day, 
am very merry when op, and sleep souidly when Pm 
down. 

Dug, But, sister, you remember that upon mv gwog 
abroad, you would chuse this old gentleman ror your 
guardian ; he's no more related to our family thaa 
Prester John, and 1 have na reason to think you mil* 
trusted my management of your fortune : Therefore, 
pray be so kind as to tell me, without reservation, the 
true cause of making such a choice. 

Oriama. Lookye, brother, you wrere going a ram- 
bling, and 'twas proper, lest I should go a rambling 
too, that somebody should take care of me. On 
Monsieur Mirabel is an honest gentleman, was our fa- 
ther's friend, and has a young lady in his house, whose 
company I like, and who has chosen him for her guar- 
dian as well as 1. 

Dug. Who, Mademoiselle Bisarre ? 

Oriana. The same ; we live merrily together, with- 
out scandal or reproach; we make much of the old 
gentleman between us, and he takes care of us ; all 
the week we dance and sing, and upon Sundays, go 
first to church, and then to the play.-^Now, brother, 
besides these motives for chusing this gentleman for 
my guardian, perhaps I had some private reasons. 

Dug, Not so private as you imagine, sister : Your 
love to young Mirabel's no secret, I can assure you, 
but so public, that all your friends are ashamed 
»on't. 

Oriana, O' my word, then, my friends are very bash- 
ful ; though Tm afraid, sir, that those people are not 
ashamed enough at their own crimes, who have so 
many blushes to spare for the faults of their neigh* 
hours. 

Dug, Ay, but, sister, the people say >■■ 

Oriana^ Pshaw ! hang the people i they'll talk 
irevLson, and profane their Maker ; must we therefore 
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infer, that our king is alyrant, aod religion a cheat ? 
Lookye, brother, their ooart of enquiry is a tavern, 
and their informer, claret : They think as they drink, 
and swallow reputations like loches ; a lady's health 
goes briskly round with the glass, but her honour is 
KMt in the toast 

Dug* Ay,'boty sister, there is still something——— 

Oriana. If there be something, brother, 'tis none of 
the people's something : Marriage is my thing, and 
ril stick to't. 

Dug. Marriage! Young Mirabel marry! he'll 
build churches sooner. Take. heed, sister, though 
your ' |ionour stood proof to his home-bred assaults, 
yon must keep a stricter guard for the future : He 
has now got the foreign air, and the Italian sofbaess ; 
his wit's improved by converse, his behaviour finished 
by observation, and his assurances confirmed by suc- 
cess. Sister, I can aissure you, he has made his con- 
quests ; and 'tis a plague upon your sex, to be the 
soonest deceived by those very men that you know 
have been false to others* — ^But then, sister, he's as 
fickle— 

Oriana. For God's sake, brother, tell me no more 
of his faults, for, if you do, I shall run mad for him : 
Say no more, sir ; let me but get him into the bands 
of matrimony, Pll spoil his wandering, I warrant him ; 
I'll do his business that way, never ifear. 

Dug. Wei), sister, I won't pretend to understand 
the engagements between you and your lover ; I ex- 
pect, when you have need of my counsel or assistance, 
you will let me know more of your affairs. Mirabel 
18 a gentleman, and as far as my honour and interest 
can reach, yon may command me, to the furtherance 
of your happiness : In the mean time, sister, I have a 
great mind to make you a present of another humble 
servant ; a fellow that I took up at Lyons^ who ha» 
served me honestly ever since. 

Oriana, Then why will you part with him ? 
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Dug. He has gained so insafierably on my flood- 
humour, that he's grown too familiar ; hot the feUotw*! 
Gonning, and may be 8erviceal)le to you in your affiur 
with Mirabel. Here he comes. 

Enter Petit. 

Well, suTy have you been at Rousseau's ? , 

Petit. Yes, sir, and who should I find there but Mr 
Mirabel and the captain, hatching as warmly over s 
tub of ice, as .two hen pheasants over a broodU—Thqr 
would not let me bespeak any thing, for they hal 
dined before I came. 

Df^. Come, sir, you shall serve my sister ; I shsD 
still continue kind to you ; and if ycmr lady reoom* 
mends your diligence, upon trial, Pil use my intereHk 
to advance you* — Wait on your lady home. Petit 

[EA 

Petit. A chair ! a chair ! a chair ! 

Oriana. No, not, PU walk home, 'tis but next door. 

[ExeiaL 



SCENE II. 



A Tavern* 



Young Mirabel and Duretete discovered, rimg 

from Table* 

!r. Mir. Welcome to Paris once more, my dear 
captain ; we have eat heartily, drank roundly, paid 
plentifully, and let it go for once. I liked every thing 
but our women; they looked so lean and tawdry, 
poor creatures ! 'Tis a sure sign the army is not paid. 
Give me the plump Venetian, brisk and sanguine, 
that smiles upon me like the glowing sus^ and meets 
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lips like sparkling wine, her penoD* shining as 
Iflass, and spirit, like the foaming liquor. 
Mr. Ah, Mirabel, Italy I grant you; but for our 
ea here in France, they are such thin, brawn, 
1 jades, a man may as well make a bed4ellow of 
le chair. 

. Mir, France ! A light, unseasoned country, no- 
l but feathers, foppery, and fashions.— There's no- 
l on this side the Alps worth my humble service 
—Ha, Roma la Santa ! — ^Italy for my money !— 
customs, gardens^ buildings, paintings, music, 
ies, win^ and women ! the paradise of the 
i\ — not pestered with a parcel of precise, old, 
Y fellows, that would debar their children every 
tore that they themselves are past the sense of ;-— 
oend me to the Italian familiarity — ** Here, son, 
s's fifty crownp, go, pay your girl her week's allow- 

w 

t 

ur. Ay, these are your fathers for you, that un- 
and the necessities of young men ! not like our 
y dads, who, because they cannot fish themselves, 
d muddy the water, and spoil the sport of them 
can. But now you talk of the plump, what d'ye 
: of a Dutch woman i 

Mir. A Dutch woman's too compact, — nay, 
f thing among them is so ; a Dutch man is thick, 
tch woman is squab, a Dutch horse is round, a 
h dog is short, a Dutch ship is broad bottomed ; 

in short, one would swear that the whole pro* 

of the country were cast in the same mould with 

cheeses. 

'jr. Ay, but, Mirabel, you have forgot the £ng« 

adies» 

Mir. The women of England were excellent, did 
not take such insufiferable pains to ruin what na- 
faas made so incomparably well ; they would be 
ate creatures indeed, could they but thoroughly 
e at the French mien, or entirely let it alone ^ for 
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they only spoil a very good air of their own, hy a& 
awkward imitation of ours. But come, Duretete, kt 
us mind the business in hand : Mistresses we most 
have, and must take up with the manufacture of the 
place, and upon a competent diligence, we shall find 
those in Paris shall match the Italians from topVi 
toe. 

' Dur. Ay, Mirabel, you will do well enough, hot 
what will become of your friend? you know, I amio 
plaguy bashful ! so naturally an ass upon these occa- 
8k>ns, that 

y. Mir. Pshaw ! you must be bolder, man ! Tn^ 
Tel three years, and bring home such a baby as bash- 
fulness ! A great lusty fellow, and a soldier; fie upot 
it! 

Dur. Lookye, sir, I can visit, and I can ogle a little, 
—as thus, or thus now. Then I can kiss abund- 
antly — but if they chance to give me a forbidding 
look, >as some women, you know, have a devilish cast 
with their eyes — or if they cry, " What do you mean ? 
what d'ye take me for ? Fie, sir, remember who I am, 
sir — A person of quality to be used at this rate T— 
'Egad, Vm struck as flat as a fryingpan. 

F. Mir. Words of course ! never mind them : Tom 
you about upon your heel, with a janteeair; hum out 
the end of an old song ; cut a cross caper, and at her 
again. 

Dur. [^Imitates him.'] No, hang it, 'twill never do! 
— ^Oons ! what did my father mean, by sticking me 
up in an university, or to think that I should gain any 
thing by my head, in a nation whose genius lies all in 
their heels ! — Well, if ever I come to have children of 
my own, they shall have the education of the country 
— they shall learn to dance, before they can walk, 
and be taught to sing, before they can speak. 

Y, Mir, Come, come, throw off that childish hu- 
mour — put on assurance, there^s no avoiding it; stand 
all hazards, thou'rt a stout, lusty fellow, and hast a 
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State ;— Jook blufi^ hector, you have a good side- 
ce, a pretty impudent face ; so, that's pretty welL 
B fellow went abroad like an ox, and is returned 
I ass. [Aside* 

\ Let me see now, how I look. [PuUs out a 
' Crlan, and looks on it,] A side-box hce, say 
-OSgad, I don't like it, Mirabel ! Fie, sir, don t 
your friends ; I could not wear such a face for 
St countess in Christendom. 
Mir. Why can't yon, blockhead, as well as I ? 
*. Why, thou hast impudence to set a good face 
any thing : I would change half my gold for 
lY brass, with all my heart. Who comes here ? 
Mirabel, your father! 

Enter Old Mirabel. 

Mir, Where's Bob ? — dear Bob ? 
Mir» Your blessing, sir ? 

Mir. My blessing ! Damn ye, ye young rogue, 
lid not you come to see your fath^ first, sirrah? 
SSLT boy, I am heartily gtad to see thee, my dear 
'faith !— Captain Duretete, by the blood of the 
les, I'm yours ! Well, my lads, ye look bravely, 
---Bob, nast got any money left ? 
Mir, Not a farthing, sir. 

Mir. Why, then, 1 ^on't gi' thee a souse. 
Mir. I did but jest, here's ten pistoles. 
' Mir. Why, then, here's ten more : I lore U> be 
able to those that don't want it. — Well, and 
\o you like Italy, my boys i 
Mir. O, the garden of the world, sir I Rome, 
IS,- Venice, Milan, and a thousand others — all 

• Mir, Ay ! say you so ? And they say, that 

. is very fine too. 

f, Indifierent, sir, very indififerent ; a very scurvy 

^ most unwholesome to a French constitutiou ia 

)rld. 
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Y. Mir. Pshaw ! nothing on't : these rascally ga^ 
aetteers have misioformed you. 

(Hd Mir^ Misinformed me! Oons, sir, were we not 
beaten there ? 

F. Mir. Beaten, sir! we beaten! 

Old Mir. Why, how was it, prav, sweet sir ? 

y. Mir. Sir, the captain will tell you. 

Dur. No, sir, your son will tell you. 

Ym Mir, The captain was in the action, sir* 

Dur. Your son saw more than I, sir, for he was a 
looker on« 

Old Mir. Confound you both for a brace of cow- 
ards! here are no Germans to oyerhear you— -why 
don't ye tell me how it was ? 

F. Mir. Why, then, you must know, that we march- 
ed up a body of the finest, bravest, well-dressed fel- 
lows in the universe ; our commanders at the head of 
us, all lace and feather, like so many beaiix at a ball 
-—I don't believe there was a man of them but could 
dance a charmer, morbleau 1 

Old Mir. Dance ! very well, pretty fellows, 'faith ! 

F. Mir. We capered up tp their very trenches, and 
there saw, peeping over, a parcel of scare-crow, 
olive-coloured, gunpowder fellows, as ugly as the 
devil. 

Dur. E'gad, I shall never forget the looks of them, 
while I have breath to fetch. 

Y. Mir. They were so civil, indeed, as to welcome 
'US with their cannon ! but fbr the rest, we found them 
such unmannerly, rude, unsociable dogs, that we grew 
tired of their company, and so we e'en danced back 
again. 

Old Mir. And did ye all come back ? 

F. Mir. No; two or three thousand of us staid be* 
hind. 

Old Mir. Why, Bob, why ? 

Y. Mir. Pshaw ! because they could not come that 
night. 
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Dur» No, sir, because they could not come that 
night. 

Y, Mm Buty come« sir^ we were talking of some- 
thing else ; pray> how does your lovely charge^ the fair 
Oriana ? 

Oid Mir, Hme, sir« just ripe; you'll find' it better 
engaging with her than with the Germans, let me tell 
you. And what would you say, my young Mars, if 
I had a Venus for thee too ? Come« Bob, your apart- 
inent is ready, and pray let your friend be my guest 
too ; you shall command the house between ye, and 
J11 be as merry as the best of you. [Eicami^ 



ACT THE SECOND, 



SCENE I. 



Old Mirabel's House. 



Oriana and Bisarre. 

3is, And you love this young rake, d'ye? 

Orianfi. Yes. 

Bis, In spite of all his ill usage ? 

Oriana, 1 can't help it. 

Bis. What's the matter wi' yei 

Oriana, Pshaw 1 

Bis. Urn ! — before that any voung, lying, swearirfg, 
flaUering, rakehelly fellow, should play such tricks 
with me — O, the devil take all your Cassandras and 
Cleopatras for m^. — I warrant now, you'll play the 
fool when he comes, and say you love him ! eh I 

c 2 
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Oriana. Most certainly ; I can*t dissemble, Bisaire; 
besides, 'tis past that, we're contracted. 

Bis. Contracted ! alack-a-day, poor thing !-— Whs^ 
yoa have changed rings, or broken an old broadpiece 
between you ! I would make a fool of any fellow vi 
France. Well, I most confess, I do love a little co- 
quetting, with all my heart ! my business should be 
to break ffold with my lover one hour, and crack my 
promise the next; he should find me one day with a 
prayer book in my hand, and with a play book isi^ 
other.— He should have my consent to buy the wed- 
ding ring, and the next moment would I ask him his 
name. 

Oriana, O, my dear ! were there no greater tie up- 
on my heart, than there is upon my conscience^ I , 
would soon throw the contract out of doors ; but the 
mischief on't is, I am so fond of being tied, that I'm 
forced to be just, and the strength of my passion keeps 
down the inclination of my sex. 

Bis» But here's the old gentleman i 

Enter Old Mirabel. 

Old Mir, Where's my wenches r — where's my two 
little girls? Eh! Have a care, — look to yourselves, 
'faith, they're a coming — the travellers are a coming I 
Well ! which of you two will be my daughter-in-law 
now ? Bisarre, Bisarre, what say you, madqjip ? Mi- 
rabel is a pure, wild fellow* 

Bis, I like him the worse. 

Old Mir. You lie, hussy, you like him the better, 
indeed you do ! What say you, my t'other little fil- 
bert, eh ? 

Oriana. I suppose the gentleman will chuse for him* 
self, 8ir# 

Old Mir. Why, that's discreetly said, and so h» 
shall. 
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Enter MirAbel and Duretetb; they sahae the 

Ladies. 

Bob, harkye, yoa shall marry one of these girls, sir* 
nkf 

F. Mir. Sir, Fll marry them both, if yoit please. 

Bis. [Aside.] He'll find that one may ser?e his torn. 

Old Mir. Both ! why, you young dog, d'ye banter 
mb ?*-Come, sir, take your choice. — ^Dnretete, voa 
ihail have your choice too, but Robin shall chuse nrst 
—dome, sir, begin. Well I which d*ye like ? 

Y. Mir. Both. 

Old Mir. But which will you marry ? 

Y. Mir. Neither. 

Old Mir. Neither ! Don't make me angry now. 
Bob— pray, don't make me angry.— Lookye, sirrah, if 
I don't dance at your wedding to-morrow, I shall be 
tenr glad to cry at your grave. 

Y. Mir. That's a bull, father. 

Old Mir. A bull ! Why, how now, ungrateful sir; 
did I make thee a man, that thou shouldst make me 
a beast ? 

Y. Mir. Your pardon^ sir ; I only meant your ex- 
pression. 

• Old Mir. Harkye, Bob, learn better manners to 
your father before strangers ! I won't be angry this 
jtime : But oons, if e?er you do't again, you rascal !— ^ 
remember what I say. [Exit. 

y. Mir, Pshaw ! what does the old fellow mean by 
mewing me up here with a couple of green girls } — 
Come, Durctete, will you go ? 
' Oriana. I hope^ Mr Mirabel, you han't forgot — 

Y. Mir. No, no, madam, I han't forgot, I have 
brought you a thousand little Italian curiosities ; I'll 
assure you, madam, as far as a hundred pistoles would 
reach, 1 han't forgot the least circumstance. 

Oriana. Sir, you misunderstand me. 

y. Mir. Odflo! the relics, madam, {to\xi'R.Q\CL^« V 
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do remember, now, you made a vow of chastity befon 
my departure'; a vow of chastity, or somethiug like 
it^-was it not, madam ? 

Oriana. O sir, Tm answered at present* [JEnC 

Y, Mir. She was coming fall mouth upon me with 
her contract — ^^ Would I might despatch t'other I 

Dur, Mirabel, that lady there, observe her, she's 
wondrous pretty, 'faith ! and seems to have but few 
words; I like her mainly — speak to her, man, pr^ythee 
speak to her. 

F. Mir* Madam, here's a gentleman, who de- 
clares • 

Dur. Madam, don't believe him, I declare nothing 
-—What the devil do you mean, m^n ? 

y. Mir. He says, madam, that you are as beautifol 
as an augeU 

Dur. He tells a damned lie, madam ! I say no such 
thing — ^Are you mad, Mirabel? Why, I shall drop 
down with shame. 

y. Mir. And so, madam, not doubting but your 
ladyship may like him as well as he does you, I thinly 
it proper to leave you together. 

[^Going, DuRETETE holds hifiu 

Dur» Hold, hold — Why, Mirabel, friend, sure you 
won't be so barbarous as to leave me alone ! Pr'ythee, 
speak to her for yourself, as it were I — Lord, Lord^ 
tKat a Frenchman should want impudence ! 

Y. Mir. You look mighty demure, madam. — She'^ 
deaf, captain. 

Dur. I had much rather have her dumb. 

F. Mi7\ The gravity of your air, madam, promises 
some extraordinary fruits from your study, which 
moves us with curiosity to enquire the subject of your 
ladyship's contemplation, — Not a word ! 

JDur. I hope in the Lord she's speechless ! if she 
be, she's mine this moment. Mirabel, d'ye think a 
woman's silence can be natural ? 

jB/s^ But the form^ wViWVi Vo^vd^us iatroducci and 
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which proceed from simple enumeration, are dubit-. 
able^ and proceed only upon admittance— 
- y. Mir, Hoyty toyty ! what a plague have we 
here ? Plato in petticoats ! 

Dur. Ay^ ay, let her go on^ man ; she talks in my 
own mother tongue. 

' Bm. 'Tis exposed to invalidity^ from a contradictory 
instance ; looks only upon common operations, and is 
infinite in its termination. 

y. Mir, Rare pedantry ! 

Dur. Axioms! axioms! self-evident principles ! 

Bm. Then the ideas wherewith the mind is pre-oc« 
cnpate.— O, gentlemen^ I hope you'll pardon my co- 
gitation ! 1 was involved in a profound point of phi- 
losophy* but I shall discuss it somewhere else, being 
satisfied that the subject is not agreeable to your 
sparks, that profess the vanity of the times. [Exit* 

Y. Mir, Go thy way, good wife Bias ! — ^Do you 
hear, Duretete ? Dost hear this starched piece of au- 
sterity ? 

Dur. She's mine, man, she's mine-^My own talent 
to a T — I'll match her i n dialectics, 'feith ! I was seven 
years at the university, man, nursed up with Barbaro, 
Celarunt, Darii, Ferio; Baralipton. Did you ever 
know, man, that 'twas metaphysics made me an ass? It 
was, 'faith ! Had she talked a word of singing, dan« 
Cing, plays, fashions, or the like, 1 had foundered at the 
first step ; but as ^he is — Mirabel, wish me joy ! 

Y. Mir. You don't mean marriage, I hope ? 

Dur. No, no, I am a man. of more honour. 

Y. Mir. Bravely resolved, captain! now for thy 
credit, warm me this frozen snowball — ^'twill be a 
conquest above the Alps I 

Dur. But will you promise to be always near me ?. 

Y. Mir, Upon ail occasions, never fear. 
• Dwr. Why, then, you shall see me, in two moments, 
make an induction from my love to her hand, from 
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her hand to her mouth, from her mouth to her heart, 
and so conclude in her bed, categorematice. [ExiU 
y. Mir. Now the game begins, and my fool is en- 
tered But here comes one to spoil my spolt; now 

shali I be teased to death with this old fasluoned ex- 
tract ! I should love her too, if I might do it my own 
way, but she'll do nothing without witness, forsooth! 
I wonder women can be so immodest I 

Enter Oriana. 

Well, madam, why d'ye follow me ? . 

Oriana. Well, sir, why do you shun me ? 

Y, Mir. 'Tis my humour, madam, and Pm natu- 
rally swayed by inclinatjpn. * 

Oriana, Have you forgot our contract, sir ? 

y. Mir* All I remember of that contract is, that il 
was made some three years ago, and that's enough^ 
in conscience, to forget the rest on't. 

Oriana, 'Tis sufficient, sir, to recollect the passing 
of it; for in that circumstance, I presume, lies the 
force of the obligation. 

y. Mir, Obligations, madam, that are forced upon 
the will, are no tie upon the conscience : I was a slave 
to my passion when I passed the instrument, but the 
recovery of my freedom makes the contract void, 

Oriana, Come, Mr Mirabel, these expressions I ex- 
pected from the raillery of your humour, but I hope 
for very difibrent sentiments from your honour and 
generosity. 

y. Mir, Lookye, madam, as for my generosity, 'til 
at your servite, with all my heart : Til keep you a 
coach and six horses, if you please, only permit me 
to keep my honour to myself. Consider, madam, you 
have no such thing among ye, and 'tis a main point 
of policy to keep no faith with reprobates — thou art 
a pretty little reprobate, and so get thee about tby ha« 
siness ! 
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Oriana. Well, sir^ even all this I will allow to the 
•gaiety of your temper ; your travels haye improved 

Ioor talent of talking, bat they are not- of force« I 
ope, to impair your morals. 

K Mir. Morals ! why, there 'tis again how !— I tell 
thee, child, there is not the least occasion for morals 
in any business between you and I. Don't you know 
that, of all commerce in the worid, there is no such 
cooenage and deceit, as in the traffic between man and 
woman? We study all our lives long how to put 
tricks upon one another..— No fowler lays abroad more 
nets for his g^me, nor a hunter for his prey, than you 
'do, to catch poor innocent men.— Why do 3rou sit 
three or four hours at your toilet in a morning ? only 
with a villainous design to make some poor fellow a 
fool before night. What d'ye si^ for ?— What d'ye 
weep for ? — What d'ye pray for ? Why, for a husband : 
That is, you implore Providence to assist you in the 
just and pious design of making the wisest of his 
creatures a fool, and the head of the creation a slave. 

Oriana, Sir, I am proud of my power, and am re- 
solved to use it. 

Y, Mir^ Hold, hold, madam, not so fast — As you 
have variety of vanities to make coxcombs of us ; so 
we have vows, oaths, and protestations, of all sorts 
and sizes, to make fools of you — And this, in short, 
my dear creature, is our present condition. I have 
twom and lied briskly to gain my ends of you ; 
your ladyship has patched and painted violently to 
gain your ends of me ; but, since we are both disap- 
pointed, let us make a drawn battle, and part clear 
on both sides, 

* Oriana. With all my heart, sir ! -Give me up my 
contract, and TU never see your face again. 

Y. Mir, Indeed, I won't, child ■ 

OrkZfMu What, sir ! neither do one nor t'other ? 

Y* Mir* No, youshalldieamaid-, unless you please 
Co be otherwise upon my terms. 
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Oriana. What do you intend by thut» sir? 

y. Mir. Why^ to 8tar?e you into compliance;^ 
lookye, yon shall never marry any man; and jron had 
as good let me do you a kindness as a stranger. 

Oriana. Sir, you're a 

y. Mir. What am I« ma'am ? 

Oriana. A villain^ sir. 

F. Mir. t'm glad on't-*I never knew an honest 
fellow in my life« but was a villain upon these occ^ 
sions. Han't you drawn' yourself^ now, into a very 
pretty dilemma ? Ha! hat ha! the poor lady has 
made a vow of virginity, when she thought of making 
a vow to the contrary. Was ever poor woman so 
cheated into chastity ? 

Oriana, Sir, my fortune is equal to yours, my 
friends as powerful, and both shall be put to the test 
to do me justice. 

y. Mir. What! you'll force me to marry you, 
will ye ? 

Oriana. Sir, the law shall. 

y. Mir» But the law can't force me to do any thing 
else, can it ? 

Oriana. Pshaw, I despise thee — Monster ! 

Y. Mir. Kiss and be friends, then*— Don'tcry,.child, 
and you shall have your sugar plumb — Come, ma- 
dam, d'ye think I could be so unreasonable as to 
make you fast all your life long ! No, I did but jest, 
you shall have your liberty — here, take your contract, 
and give me mine. 

Oriana, No, I won't. 

Y. Mir. Eh I What, is the girl a fool ? 

Oriana. No, sir, you jshall find me cunning enough 
to do myself justice ; and since I must not depend up* 
on your love, I'll be revenged, and force you to mar- 
ry me out of spite. 

Y. Mir. Then I'll beat thee out of spite, and make 
a most confounded husband ! 
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Oriana. O, sir^ I shall malch ye ! A good husband 
makes a good wife at any time. 

Y, Mir. I'll rattle down your china about yourears« 

Onana, And I'll rattle about the city to run yoa 
in debt for more. 

Y, Mir. I'll tear the furbelow off your clothes, and 
when you swoon for vexation, you shan't have a pen- 
ny to buy^ a bottle of hartshorn. 

Oriamu And you, sir, shall have hartshorn in 
libondance* 

y. Mir, III keep as many mistresses as I have 
coach Jiones. 

Oriana, And FU keep as many gallants as yoo 
have grooms. 

Y. Mir. But;, sweet madam, there is such a thing 
as a divorce ! 

Oriana. But, sweet sir, there is such a thing as ali- 
mony ! so dirorce on, and spare not. [Exit. 

Y, Mir. Ay, that separate maintenance is the de** 
▼il — ^there's their refuge!— C my conscience, one 
would take cuckoldom for a meritorious action, be- 
cause the women are so handsomely rewaKded for it, 

iExk, 

Enier Duretete and Petit. 

Dur. And she's mighty peevish, you say ? 

Peiii. O sir, she has a tongue as long as my leg, 
and talks so crabbedly, you would think she always 
jspoke Welsh. 

Dur, That's an odd language, methinks, for heir 
philosophy. 

Petit. But sometimes she will sit you half a day 
without speaking a word, and talk oracles all the while 
by the wrinkles of her forehead, and the motions of 
her eyebrows. 

Dur. Nay, I shall match her in philosophical ogles, 
'faith! — that's my talent: I can talk best, you must, 
know, when I say nothing. 



S6 TRB INCONSTANT. [ACT n. 

PtHi* Bpt d'ye ever laagfa^ sir ? 

Dur. Laugh ? Won't she endare laughing ? 

Petit, Why, she's a critic, sir; she hates a jest, for 
fear it should please her; and nothing keeps her in 
humour, but what gives her the spleen.-— And then, 
for logic, and all that, you kno w ' ' 

JDvr. Ay, ay, I'm prepared'; I have been practising 
hard words and no sense this hour, to entertain her. 

Petit. Then place yourself behind this screen, that 
you may have a view of her behaviour before yoa 
begin. •' ^ 

Dur, I long to engage her, lest I should forget my 
lesson. 

Petit* Here she comes, sir— -I must fly. 

[Exit Petit, and Dubetetb stands peeping be- 
hind the Curtain, 

^Enter Bisarre and Maid. 

Bis. [With a Book,"] Pshaw! hang books! they 
sour our temper, spoil our eyes, and ruin our com- 
plexions. [Throws away the Book, 

Dur, Eh? the devil such a word ^here is in all 
Aristotle 1 

Bis, Come, wench, let's be free— call in the fiddle* 
there's nobody near us. 

Dur, 'Would to the Lord there was not ! 

Bis, Here, friend, a minuet [Music,'] Quicker 

time— ha — ^' would we had a man or two ! 

Dur, [Stealing away,] You shall have the devil 
sooner, my dear, dancing philosopher ! 

Bis, Uds my life ! — Here's one ! 

[Runs to DuRBTETE, and hales him back. 

Dur, Is all my learned preparation come to this } 

Bis, Come, sir, don't be ashamed ; that's my good 
boy — you're very welcome, we wanted such a one — 
Come, strike up — [Dance.] I know you dance well, 
sir, you're finely shaped for't — ^Come, come, sir;— 
quick^ quick 1 you miss the time else. 
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Dur, But, madain» I oome to talk with you. 

Bia, Ay, ay, talk as you daace, talk as you dance, 
—come. 

Dwr. But we were talking of dialectics-— 

3x9. Hang dialectics ! — \Muaic.'\ Mind the time-— 
quicker, sirrah ! — Come — and how d'ye find yourself 
now, sir ? 

I>ur, In a fine breathing sweat, doctor. 

Bis. All the better, patient, all the better;— X^ome, 
sir, sing now, sing, I know you sing well : I see you 
have a singing face — a heavy, dull, sonata face. 

Dur. Who, 1 sing ? 

3is, O you're modest, sir — ^but come, sit down 
closer — closer. Here^ a bottle of wine ! [Exit Milid, 
and returns with Wine.l Come, sir — sing, sir. 

IHar. But, madam, I came to talk with you. 

Bis, O sir, you shall drink first — Come, fill me a 
bumper — Here, sir, bless the king ! 

Dur, 'Would I were out of his dominions! — ^By 
this light, she'll make me drunk too ! 

Bis. O pardon me« sir, you shall do me right— fill 
it higber.-*-<Now, sir, can you drink a health under 
your leg ? 

JDkt. Rare philosophy that, 'faith I 

Bis. Come, off with it to the bottom — Now, how 
d'ye like me, sir ? . 

Dur. O, mighty well, madam ! 

Bis. You see how a woman's fancy varies ! some- 
times, splenetic and heavy, then, gay and frolicsome. 
-—And how d'ye like the humour ? 

Dur. Good madam, let me sit dowp to answer you, 
for J am heartily tired. 

Bis. Fie upon't I a young man, and tired 1 up, for 
shame, and walk about !— Action becomes us----a lit- 
tle faster, sir.r-What d'ye think now of my Lady 
La Pale, and Lady Coquet, the duke's fair daughter? 
Hai Are they not brisk lasses I Then there is black 
Itf rs Bellair, and brown Mrs Bellface ! 
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Dur. They are all strangers to me« madam. 

B^. Bat let me tell you, sir, that brown is not al- 
ways despicable — O Lard, sir, if young Mrs Bagatell 
had kept herself single till this time oMay, v^hat a 4 
beauty there had been! And then, you know the charm- 
ing Mrs Monkeylove, the fair gem of St Germain's ! 

Dur> Upon my soul, I don't ! 

fiif. And then you must have heard of the English 
bean, Spleenamore, how unlike a gentleman—— 

Dur. Hey !— not a syllable onH, as I hope to be 
saved, madam 1 

Bm« No! Why, then, play me a jig;-— {iHtisic.]— > 
Ckmie, sir. 

Dttr, By this light, I cannot! 'faith, madam, I 
have sprained my leg ! 

Bii. Then sit you down, sir; — and now tell me 
what's your business with me ? What's yonr errand \ 
Quick, quick, despatch ! — Odso, may be, you are 
some gentleman's servant, that has brought me a let- 
ter, or a haunch of venison ? 

Dur, 'Sdeath, madam, do I look like a carrier ? 

jBw. O, cry you mercy, I saw you just now; I mis- 
took you, upon my word ! you are one of the travel* 
ling gentlemen — and pray, sir, how do all our impu- 
dent friends in Italy ? 

Dur, Madam, I came to wait on you with a more 
serious intention than your entertainment has answer- 
ed. 

Bis» Sir, your intention of waiting on me was jthe 
greatest alTront imaginable, however your expressions 
may turn it to a compliment : Your visit, sir, was in- 
tended as a prologue to a very scurvy play, of which 
Mr Mirabel and you so handsomely laid the plot. — 
•• Marry ! No, no, I am a man of more honour.*' — 
Where's your honour ? Where's your courage now ? 
Ads my life, sir, I have a gres^t mind to kick you ! — 
60, go to your fellow-rake now, rail at my sex, and 
get drunk for vexatioD» and write a lampooo — But I 
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mast have you to know, sit, that my reputation is 
above the scandal of a libel, my virtue is sufficiently 
approve4 to tliose tirhose opinion is my interest : and, 
for the rest, let them talk what they will ; for, when I 
jplease, I'll be what I please, in spite of you and all 
mankind ; and so, my dear man of honour, if you be 
tired, con over this lesson, and sit there till I come to 
yoo.' [Runs offf 

' Dur. Tum ti dum. [Sit^s,] Ha ! ha ! ha ! *' Ad'9 
my life> I have a great mind to kick you !"— Oons 
and confusion ! [Starts up,] Was ever maqi so abused I 
^Ay, Mirabel set me on. 

Bnier Petit. 

FetU. Well, sir, how d'ye find yourself? 
Duu You son of a nine-eyed whore, d'ye come to 
abufe me ? I'll kick you with a vengeance, you dog ! 
[PsTiT runs off, and Duretbte qfter him^ 



ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE I. 



Old Mirabel's Hotise* 



Enter Old and Young Mirabel, meeting. 

Old Mir, Bob, qome hither. Bob. 

y. 3Iir, Your pleasure, sir ? 

Old Mir, Are not you a great rogue, sirrah? 
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K. Mir. Thafs a little out of my cottiprc 
sir ; for Fve heard say, that I resemble my 1 

Old Mir. Your father fs your very hnmbU 
I tell theeTwhat> child, thou art ayery prett 
aod I love thee heartily ; and a very great vil 
I hate thee mortally. 

Y. Mir. Villain^ sir ! Then I must be a 

{>Qdent one ; for I canH recollect any passag 
ife that I'm ashamed of. 

Old Mir. Come hither, my dear friend ; 
this picture ? [ Jmeutf him a little 

Y. Mir. Oriana*s ? Pshaw ! 

Old Mir. What, sir, won't yOii look upon't 
dear Bob, pr'ythee come hither now— I>ost « 
money, child ? 

Y. Mir. No, sir. ' 

Old Mir. Why, then, here's some for the< 
here now— How canst thou be so hard-hea 
unnatural, unmannerly rascal, (don't mist 
child, I a'n't angry) as to abuse this tender 
good-natured, dear rogue ? — Why, she sighs 
and cries for thee, pouts for thee, and snubs i 
the poor little heart of it is like to burst — 
my dear boy, be goodnatured, like your owi 

be now — and then see here, read this th< 

of the lovely Oriana, with thirty thousand ( 
her portion — Thirty thousand pound, you do§ 
thousand pound, you rogue ! How dare you 
lady with thirty thousand pound, you impud 
cal? 

Y. Mir, Will you hear me speak, sir? 

Old Mir, Hear you speak, sir ! If you hj 
thousand tongues, you could not out-talk thii 
sand pound, sir. 

Y, Mir, Nay, sir, if you won't hear me, 
gone, sir ! I'll take post for Italy this niomen 

Old Mir. Ab, the fellow knows I won't { 
him ] Well, sir, what have you to say ? 



I 
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Y* Mir. The unhrenal reception, sir, that marriage 
has bad ip the world, is enough to fix it for a poblic 
sood, and to draw every bo<fy into the common cause ; 
Dot there are some constitutions, like some instm* 
ments, so peculiarly singular, that they make tole« 
rable music by themselves, but never do well in a 
concert. 

Old Mir. Why, this is reason, I must confess, but 
et it is nonsense too; for though you should reason 
ike an angel, if you argue yourself out of a good 
estate, you talk like a IboT. 

Y. mir. But, sir, if you bribe me into bondage with 
the riches of Croesus, you leave me but a beggar, for 
want of my liberty. 

Old Mir. Was ever such a perverse fool heard ? 
*Sdeatb, sir ! why did I give you education } was it 
to dispute me out of my senses ? Of what colour, now, 
is the head of this cane } You'll say, 'tis white, and, 
ten to one, make me believe it to o I thought that 
yoang fellows studied to get money. 

Y. Mir, No, sir, I have studied to despise it ; my 
reading was not to make me rich, but happy, sir. 

Old Mir. There he has me again, now ! But, sir» 
did not I marry to oblige you ? 

Y. Mir. To oblige me, sir ! in what respect, pray I 

OldMir. Why, to bring you into the world, sir ; 
wa'n't that an obligation ? 

Y. Mir. And because I would have it still -an obli- 
gation, I avoid marriage. 

Old Mir. How is that, sir ' 

Y. Mir. Because 1 would not curse the hour I was 
bom. 

Old Mir. Lookye, friend ; you may persuade me 
out of ^my design* but I'll command you out of 
yours ; and though you may convince my reason that 
you are in the right, ^et there is an old attendant of 
sixty-three, called positiveness, which you, nor all 
the wits in Italy, shall ever be able to shake ;■ so, sir^ 
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you're a wit» and I'm a father : you may ta1k« but! 
be obeyed. 

F. Mir. This it is to ha^e the son a finer gentleou 
than tlie father : they Erst give us breeding, that th^ 
don't understand ; then they turn us out of doorq, b 
cau^e we are wiser than themselves. But I'm a litt 
aforehand with the old gentleman. [Astdc^-^ir, yi 
have been pleased to settle a thousand pound steniE 
a year upon me ; in return of which, I have a rm 
great honour for you and your family, and shall tal 
care that your only and beloved son shall do notl^ 
to makti him hate his father or to hang himself. S 
dear sir, I'm your very humble servant. \^Rims(i 

Old Mir. Here^ sirrah ! rogue ! Bob ! villain ! 

Enter Dugaro. 

Jhig. Ah, sir ! 'tis but what he deserves* 

Old Mir. 'Tis false, sir ! he don't deserve it : wb 
have you to say against my boy, sir ? 

Dug, I shall only repeat your own words. 

Old Mir. What have you to do with my words 
I have swallowed my words already ; I have eat( 
them up. — I say, that Bob's an honest fellow, andwl 
dares deny it ? 

Enter Bisarre. 

Bis. That dare I, sir : — I say, that your son is 
wild, foppish, whimsical, impertinent coxcomb ; an 
were I abused as this gentleman's sister is, I wou 
make it an Italian quarrel, and poison the whole f 
niily. 

Dug. Come, sir, 'tis no time for trifling ; my sist 
is abused ; you are made sensible of the afiPront, ac 
your honour is concerned to see her redressed. 

Old Mir. Lookye, Mr Dugard, good words { 
farthest I will do your sister justice, biit it must I 
^fter my owa ratej nobody must abuse my son bi 
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myself; for^ although Robin be a sad dog^ yet he's 
nobody's ptippy bat my own. 

Bis, Ay, that's my sweeHj^sttured, kind, old gentle- 
man— «[^i6e«2^ kim.^ We will be good, then, if 
yon'll join with as in the plot 

Old Mir. Ah, yoa coaxing young baegage ! what 
plot can you have to wheedle a fellow of sixty-three > 

Bi$. A plot that sixty-three is only good for : t» 
hring other people together, sir. You must act the 
Spaniard, because your son will least suspect you; 
and if he should, your authority protects you from 
a quarrel, to which Oriana is unwilling to expose her 
brother. 

Old Mir. And what part will you act in the busi- 
ness, madam ? 

Bis. Myself, sir; my friend is grown a perfect 
changeling ; these foolish hearts of ours spoil our 
lieads presently ; the fellows no sooner turn knaves, 
bat we turn fools; but I^am still myself, and he may 
expect the most severe usage from me, because I nei- 
ther love him nor hate him. ^Exiu 
' Old Mir. Well sSid, Mrs Paradox !— But, sir, who 
>QQst open the matter to him ? 

Dug. Petit, sir ; who is our engineer general ; and 
^Tt he comes. 

Enler Petit. 

Petit. O, sir, more discoveries ! Are all friends 
About us ? 

X^ug. Ay, ay, speak freely. 

Petit. You must know, sir, ■ o d's my life, I'm 
^'it of breath! — ^You must know, sir, — you must 

Old Mir. What the devil must we know, sir ? 

Petit. That I have iPants and blows,^ bribed, sir, 
Mribed— your son's secretary of state. 

Old Imr. Secretary of state !— who's that, iov Hea^ 
Ven'i lakA ? 
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Petit. His valet de chambre« sir. ,■ You waA 
know, sir, that the intrigue lay folded up in his mai- 
ter's clothes ; and, when he went to dust the em- 
broiilered ^uit, the secret flew out of the right pockd 
of his coat, in a whole swarm of your crambo soog^ 
shori- looted odes, and long-legged pindarics. 

Ul'i Mir, Impossible ! 

Petit. Ah, sir, he has loved her all along; there 
was I jii tna in every line, but he hates marriage. Now^ 
sir, ihis plot will stir up his jealousy, and we shall 
N-n:»w, Dy the strength of that, how to proceed far« 

Come,, sir, let's about it with speed ; 
'Tis expedition gives our king the sway ; 
For expedition to the French give way; 
Swift to attack, or swift-^to run away. {ExewsL 

Enter Young Miraqel and Bisarre, passing care- 
lessly by one another. 

Bis. [Aside.] I wonder what she can see in this fel« 
low, to like him ? 

F, Mir. [Aside,] I wonder what my friend can sec 
in this girl, to admire her? 

Bis. [Aside,] A wild, foppish, extravagant, rake- 
hell ! 

3Iir, [Aside.] A light, whimsical, impertinent, mad- 
cap ! 

Bis. Whom do you mean, sir ? 

Y. Mir. Whom do you mean, madam ? 

Bis. A fellow, that has nothing left to re-establish 
him for a human creature, \)\i^ a prudent resolutioQ 
to hang himself! 

Y. Mir. There is a way, madani, to force me to 
that resolution. 

Bis I'll do it, with all my heart. 

Y. Mir, Then you must marry me. 

Bis. Lookye, sir, don't think your ill manners tt 
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)aae, shall excuse your ill usage of my friend; nor, 
by fixing a quarrel here, to divert my zeal fop the ab- 
■eat ; for Tm resolved, nay, I come prepared, to make 
jFYHi a panegyric^ that shall mortify your pride, like 
any modern dedication. • 

K. Mir, And I, madam, like a true modern patron, 
AM hardly give you thanks for your trouble. 

Bis. Come, sir, to let you see what little founda- 
iibn you have for your dear sufficiency, I'll take you 
lo pieces. 

' K. Mir. And what piece will you chase ? 
• Mis. Your heart, to be sure ; because I should get 
presently rid on't : your courage I would give to a 
Hector, your wit to a lewd playmaker, your honour 
to an attorney, your body to the physicians, and your 
MHil to its master. 

Y, Mir. I had the oddest dream last night of the 
Duchess of Burgundy : Methought the furbelows of 
her sown were pinned up so high behind, that I 
could not see her head for her tail. 
> Bis, The creature don't mind me ! — Do you think, 
sir, that your humorous impertinence can divert 
me ? No, sir, I'm above any pleasure that you can 
give, but that of seeing you miserable. And mark 
ine» sir; my friend, my injured friend, shall yet be 
doubly happy, and you shall be a husband, as much 
as the rites of marriage, and the breach of them, can 
make you. . 

[Here Mirabel pulls oui a Virgil, and reads 
to himself , while she speaks. 

Mir; [Reading.3 ^ Regina dolos, (quisfallere pos^ 

sit amantem f) 
Dissimulare etiam sperdsti, pcrfide tantum^^ 

Very true. 

F^ssenefas. • ^ 
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By your favour, friend VirgiU 'twas but a rascally 
trick of your hero, to forsake poor pug so inhu- 
manly. 

Bis, I don't know what to say to him. The deyil 
■what^s Virgil to us, sir ? 

Mir, Very much, madam; the most apropos fa 
the world— -for, what should I chop upon, but the 
Tery place where tbe.peijured rogue of^ a lover, and 
the forsaken lady, are battling it tooth and nail I 
Come, madam, spend your spirits no longer; we'U 
take an easier method : I'll be ^neas now, and you 
shall be Dido, and we'll rail by book. Now for you, 
Madam Dido : 

Nee te nosier amor, nee te data dexlera quondam^ 
JSec merUura tenet crudelifunere Dido 

Ah, poor Dido ! [Looktr^ at her. 

Bis. Budeness ! afironts ! impatience ! I could al- 
most start out, even to manhood, and want but a wea- 
pon as long as his to fight him upon the spot. What 
shall I say ? 

Mi7\ Now she rants, 

Siua quilms antrferam ? jam jam nee maxima Juno, 

Bis, A man ! No, the woman's birth was spirited 
away. 

Mir. Right, right, madam, the very words. 
Bis. And some pernicious elf left in the cradle, with 
human shape, to palliate growing mischief. 

[Both speak together, and raise their Voices ly 
Degrees, 

Mir. Perfide, sed duris genuit te cautibus korrens 
Caucasus, Hyrcanceque admorunt ubera tigres^ 



Bis. Go, sir, fly to your midnight revels* 
Mir. Excellent! 
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/ iequere Italiam vemis, pete regna per undas, 
S^ero equidem mediis, si qmd pia Niiinina pasmni. 

[Together again* 

'Bis. Converse with imps of darkness of your make 9 
your nature starts at justice, and shivers at the touch 
of virtue. — Kow, the devil take his impudence ! He 
▼exes me so, I don't know whether to cry or laugh at 
him. 

Mir. Bravely performed^ my dear Lyhian ! Pll 
write the tragedy of Dido, and you. shall act the part ; 
but you do nothing at all, unless you fret yourself 
into a fit; for here the poor lady is stifled with va- 
pours, drops into the arms of her maids, and the 
cruely barbarous, deceitful wanderer is, in the very 
next line, called pious ^neas. — There's authority for 
ye. 

Sorry indeed ^neas stood. 

To see her in a pout ; 
But Jove himself, who ne'er thought good 

To stay a second bout. 
Commands him off, with all his crew, 
, And leaves poor Dy, as I leave you. [Rutis off. 

^ Bis. Go thy ways, for a dear, mad, deceitful, 
agreeable fellow 1 O' ray conscience, I most excuse 
Oriana. 

That lover soon his angry fair disarms, 

WhQse slighting pleases, and whose faults are charms* 

Enter Petit; runs about to ever^ Door, and knoeics. 

Fetii. Mr Mirabel 1 Sir, where are you i no wh«rff 
to be found ? 

Enter Young Mira9Eu 
Y. Mir. What's the matter. Petit;? 
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PetiL Mest critically met !-— Ab, sir, that one wl 
has tblk>wed the game so long, and brought the pc 
hare just under his paws, should let a muDgrel c 
chop in. and run away with the puss ! 

y. Mir. If your worship can get out of your all 
gories, be pleased to tell me, in three wordst, what y 
mean. 

PeiU. Plain, plain, sirf Your mistress and mine 
going to be married ! 

F, Mir, I believe you lie, sir. 

Petit, Your humble servant, sir. [Gain 

Y. Mir- Come hither, Petit. Married, say yoa 

Petit, No, sir, 'tis no matter : I only thought to ( 
you a service ; but I shall take care how I confer ■ 
favours for the future. 

Y. Mir» Sir, I beg ten thousand pardons. 

[Bomngkfi 

Petit, 'Tis enough, sir, — I come to tell you, 3i 
that Oriaiia is this moment to be sacrificed ; marric 
past redemption i 

Y, Mir, I understand her; she'll take a husband (x 
of spite to me, and then, out of love to me, she wi 
make him a cuckold ! But who is the happy man } 

Petit. A lord, sir. 

Y, Mir. Vm her ladyship's most humble servant 
Now must' I be a constant attender at my lord's leve 

to work my way to my lady's couchee A com 

tess, I presume, sir 

Petit, A Spanish count, sir, that Mr Dugard koe' 
abroad^ is come to Paris, saw your mistress yesterdaj 
marries her to-day, and whips her into Spain to-mo 
row. 

Y, Mir, Ay, is it so ? and must I follow my cuckoi 
over the Pyrenees? Had she married within the pr< 
cincts of a billet-doux, I would be the man to lea 
her to church ; but, as it happen^ I'll forbid ill 
banns. Where is this mighty don? 

Peiit» Have a care, sir \ he's a nn;^h cros^-graioe 
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pieces and 'diere't no tampering with him. Would 
yea apply to Mr Dagard, or the lady heraelf, some* 
thing might be done, for it is in despite to you that 
the business is carried so hastily. Odso^ sir, here he 
comes ! I miist be gone. [JBxiL 

Enter Old Mirabel* dressed m a S^anM Habk, 

hading Oriana. 

. OrUana, Good my lord, a nobler choice had better 
saiied your lordship s merit. My person, rank, and 
circumstance, expose me as the public theme of rail- 
lery, and subject me so to injurious usage, my lor4» 
tbix I can lay no claim to any part of your regard, 
except your pity. 

Old Mir, Breathes he Tital air, that dares presume^ 
With rude behaviour, to pro&ne such excellence ? 

Show ne the man • 

And you shall see how my sudden revenge 
:Shall fall upon the head of such presumption. 
Jm this thing one ? 

[StTHUil^ tf to YotiVkG MlRASBU 

Y. Mir. Sir! - 

Oriana, Good my lord. 

Old Mir. If he, or any hel 

Orianct, Pray, my lord, the gentleman's a strangec. 

Old Mir, O, your pardon, sir, — but if you hart— - 
remember, sir, — the lady now is mine, her injuries 
are mine; therefore, sir, you understand me 
Come, madam. 

[^Leads Oriana to the Do9r; she goes offi 
Young Mirabel runs to his Father, aad 
pidls him by the Sleeve. 

Y. Mir. Ecoute, Monsieur ie CounL 

Old Mir. Your business, sir? 

Y.Mir. Boh< 

Old Mir. Boh ! what language is that, sir i 

y. Mir» Spanish, my lord. 

Sid Mir. What d'ye mean'? 
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Y. Mir. This, sir. [Trips up his Hcdu 

Old Mir. A very concise quarrel, truly — ^— I'll 
bully hm.-^Trinidade ! Seigneur , give me fair play. 

[Offering to rise, 

y. Mir. By all means, sir. [Takes away his Sicord.] 
Now, seigneur, whei-e's that bombast look, and fustian 
face, your countship wore just now ? [Strikes him. 

Old Mir. The rogue quarrels well, very well ; my 
own son right! — But hold* sirrah, no more jesting; 
I'm your father, sir ! your father ! 

Y, Mir. My father ! Then, by this light, I cooM 
£nd in my heart to pay thee. [Aside.] — Is the felkm 
mad ? Why, sure, sir, 1 han't frighted you out of your 
senses? 

Old Mir. But you have, sir I 

y. Mir. Then I'll beat them iato yon again. 

[OJers to strike Mm* 

Old Mir. Why, rogue !— Bob ! dear Bob ! don^ 
you know me, child ? 

F. Mir. Ha 1 ha f ha ! the fellow's downright dis- 
tracted! Thou miracle of impudence! wouldst thoa 
make me believe, that such a grave gentleman as roy 
father would go a masquerading thus ? That a persoa 
of threescore and three would run about, in a fooVs 
coat, 10 disgrace himself and family ? Why, you im- 
pudent villain, do you think I will suffer such an af- 
front to pass upon my honoured father, my worthy 
father, my dear father ? 'Sdeath, sir! mention my fa- 
ther hut once again, and I'll send your soul to thy 
grandfather this minute ! [Offering to stab him. 

Old Mir. Well, well, I am not your father. 

Y. Mir. Why, then, sir, you are the saucy, hector- 
ing Spaniard, and I'll use you accordingly. 

Enter Dugard, Oriana, Maid, and Petit. Dugabd 
runs to Young Mirabel, the rest to the Old Gentle* 
man. 

Jhg. Fie, fie, Mirabel ! murder your father^ 
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Y. Mir. My fttlier ? Wht^ is the wbole family 
Bttui ? GWe me way, sir, I won't be held. 

Old Mir. No ? nor I neither : Let me be^fone, pray. 

[O^fftring to gOm 

Y. Mir. My itither ! 

(Hd Mir. Ay, you dog's face : I am your father, 
far I have borne as much for thee, as your mother evar 
did. 

K* Mir. O ho 1 then this was a trick, it seems, a 
dengn, a contrivance, a stratagem !—0h^ hoW my 
bones ache ! . 

Oid Mir. Your bones, sirrah! why yours ? 

K* Mir. Why, sir, han't L been beatmg my own 
fiesh and blood all this while ? O, madam, [7b Oriana:] 
I wish your ladyship joy of your new* dignity. Here 
vas a contrivaiice indeed ! 

•Orittna, Pray, sir, don't insult the misfortunes of 
yonr own creating. 

Dug, My prudence will be counted cowardice, if I 
gland tamely now. — [Comes up between Young Mira- 
BEii and his Sister,] Weil, sir ! 

Y. Mir. Weil, sir ! Do you take me for one of your 
tenants, sir, that you put on your landlord's face at 
feae!: 

* lyug" On what presumption, sir, dare you assume 
tbiis ? {Drawe. 

Old Mir. What's, that to you, sir i {Draws, i 

petit. Help! help ! the lady faints! 

[OKiKiHk falls into her Maid's Arms. 
Y. Mir. Vapours ! vapours ! she'll come to her- 
self : If it be an angry fit, a dram of assa fcetida— If 
jealousy, hartshorn in water — if the mother, burnt 
feathers — If grief, rataBa — If it be straight stays, or 
corns, there's nothing like a dram of plain brandy. 

iJBxit. 

Oriana. Hold off, give me ai r O, my brother ! 

would you preserve my life, endanger not your own; 

would you defend my reputation, teave it ta iUwAC^ 

s2 
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'tis a dear vindrcatiou that's purchased by the sword; 
for, though our champioo proves victorious, yet our 
honour is Wounded. 

Oid Mir, Ay, and your lover may be wounded, 
that's another thing. Biit I think you are pretty brisk 
again, my child. 

Oriana. Ay, sir, my indisposition was only a pre« 
tence to divert the quarrel ; the capricious taste of 
your sex, excuses this artifice in ours. [ExiU 

Petit. Come, Mr Bugard, take courage ; there is a 
way still left to fetch him again. 

Old Mir* Sir, 1*11 have no plot that has any relation 
to Spain. 

Dug, I scorn all artifice whatsoever; my sword 
shall do her justice. 

^ Petit, Pretty justice, truly I Suppose you run him 
through the body, you run her through the heart at 
the same time. 

Olfl Mir, And me through the head. Kot your 
sword, sir, we'll have plots ! Come, Petit, let's hear. 

Petit, What if she pretended to go into a nunnery, 
and so bring him about to declare himself I 

Dug, That, I must confess, has a face. 

Old Mir, A face ! a face like an angel, sir! Ad's. 
my life, sir, 'tis the most beautiful plot in Christeo- 
dom ! We'll about it immediately, [Exeuot» 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I. 



Old Mirabel's House. 



Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard. 

Dug, The Lady Abbess is my relation, and privy %o 
the plot 

Old Mir, Ay, ay, this nunnery will bring him about» 
I warrant ye. 

Enter Dueetete. 

Dur. Here, where are ye all ? — O, Mr Mirabel I 
you have done fine things for your posterity — And 
yon, Mr Dugard, may come to answer this-»I comer 
to demand my friend at your hands; restore him, sir, 
or. . [To Old Mirabel. 

Old Mir, Restore him ! What, d'ye think I hayci, 
got him in my trunk, or my pocket ? 

VuTi Sir, he's mad, and you are the cause on't* 
^Old Mir. That may be ; for I was as mad a% be 
when 1 begot him. 

Dug, Mad, sir! What d'y^mean ? 

Dur, What do you mean, sir, by shutting up your 
sister yonder, to talk like a parrot through a cage ? 
or a decoy-duck, to draw others into the snare I 
Your son, sir, because she has deserted him, he has 
forsaken the world ; and, in three words^ ha: 

Old Mir, Hanged himself ! 
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Dtir. The very same — ^turned friarf 

Old Mir, You iie^ sir ! 'tis ten times worse. Bob 
turned friar ! — Why should the fellow shave bis foolish 
crown, when the same razor may cut his throat ? 

Dur. If you have any command, or you any interest 
over him, lose not a minute : He has thrown himself 
into the next monastery, and has ordered me to pay 
oiF his servants, and discharge his equipage. 

Old Mir. Let me alone to ferret him out : 111 8a> 
crifice the Abbot, if he receives him ; I'll try whether 
the spiritual or the natural father has the most right 
to the child. — But, dear captain, what has he done 
with his estate ? 

Dur. Settled it upon the church, sir. 

Old Mir. The church ! Nay, then the devil wo'ot 
get him out of their clutches— —Ten thousand livies 
a year upon the church 1 'Tis downright sacrilege- 
Come, gentlemen, all hands to work : Ibr half that 
sum, one of these monasteries shall protect you t 
traitor from the law, a rebellious wife from her hus- 
band, and a disobedient son from his own father. 

[Exit. 

Dug. But will ye persuade me that he's gone to a 
monastery ? 

Dur. Is your sister gone to the Fill^ Repenties? 
I tell you, sir, she's not fit for the society of repenting 
maids. 

Dug. Why so, sir ? 

Dur. Because she's neither one nor t'other ; she's 
too old to be a maid, and too young to repent. 

[Exit — DuGARD after hiak 
% 
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tCEN£ II. 



The Inside of a Morutsicry. 



Enter Oriana^ in a Nun's Habk, and Bisarre. 

Oriana. I hope, Bisarre^ there is no harm in jestini^ 
with this religious hahit. 

Bis* To me^ the greatest jest in the habit is taking 
it in earnest. 

Oriana. But I'm reconciled, methinks, to the mor- 
tification of a nunnery ; because I fancy the habit be- 
oomesme. 

' Bis. A well- contrived mortification, truly, thai 
makes a woman look ten times handsomer than she 
did before ! — ^Ay> my dear, were there any religion 
in becoming dress, our sez^'s devotion were rightly 
placed ; for our toilets would do the work of the al- 
tar ; we should all be canonized. 

Oriana. But don't you think there is a great deal 
of merit in dedicating a beautiful face and persori to 
the service of religion ? 

Bis. Not half so much as devoting them to a pretty 
fellow. Come, come, mind your business. Mirabel 
loves you, 'tis now plain, and hold him to't; give 
fresh orders that he shan^t see you ; we get more by 
hiding our faces, sometimes, than by exposing them ^ 
a very mask, you see, whets desire ; but a pair of 
keen eyes, through an iron grate, fire double -upon 
them, with view and disguise. But I must begone 
upon my affairs ; I have brought my captain about> 
again. 
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Oiiana* l^tit why will you trouble yourkelf with 
that coxcomb ? 

Bis, Because he is a coxcomb : had I not better 
have a lover like him, that I can make an ass of, 
than a lover like yours, to make a fool of me? [Knocks 
ing below,] A message from Mirabel/I'll lay my life! 
[^She runs to the Door.] Come hither ! run, thou charm- 
ing nun, come hither! 

Oriana. What's the news ? [Runs to her. 

Bis. Don't you see who's below ? 

Oriana, I see nobody but a friar. 

Bis, Ah, thou poor blind Cupid ! a friar ! DonH 

Csee a villainous genteel mien, under that cloak of 
^^jocrisy? 
Oriana, As I live, Mirabel turned friar ! I hop^ la 
Heaven, he's not in earnest. 

Bis. In earnest ! Ha ! ha ! ha I are you in earnest? 
Remember what I say, if you would yield to advan- 
tage, and hold out the attack; to draw him on, keep 
him off, to be sure. 

The cunning gamesters never gain too fast, 
But lose at first, to win the more at last. [Exit, 

Enter Young Mirabel, in a Friar^s Habit, 

Y. Mif\ 'Save you, sister — ^Your brother, young 
lady, having a regard for your soul's health, has sent 
me to prepare you fur the sacred habit, by confession. 

Oriana, My brother's care 1 own ; and to you, sa- 
cred sir, 1 confess, that the great crying sin, which I 
have long indulged, and now prepare to expiate, was 
love. My morning thoughts, my evening prayers, 
my daily musings, nightly cares, was love! 

V, Mir, She's downright stark mad in earnest! 
Death and confusion, I have lost her ! lAside.] — ^You 
confess your fault, madam, in such moving terouf, 
that I could almost be in love with the sin. 
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OrkoML Take eare, sir; crimes, like Tirtiles, are 
their own rewards : IMy chief delight became my only- 
grief; he, ii^ whose breast I thought my heart secare, 
tamed robber, and despoiled the treasure that he 
kept 

K. Mir. Perhaps that treasure he esteemed so 
much, that, like the miser, though afraid to use it^ 
he reserves it safe. 

Oriana. No, holy father : Who can be miser in an^ 
other's wealth, that's prodigal of his own ? His heart 
was open, shared to all he knew, and wliat, alas ! 
most then become of mine I But th6 same eyes that 
drew this passion in, shall send it out in tears, to 
which now hear my vow 

Y, Mir. [Discovering hitnseff] No, my fair angel ! 
Here, on my knees, behold the criminal, that tows 
repentance his. IKheeU.] Ha ! no concern upon her ! 

Enter Old Mirabeu 

Old Mir. Where, where's this counterfeit nwi ? 

Oriana. Madness ! confusion I I'm ruined ! 

Y.Mir. What do I hear? IPutsonhiaHood.'] What 
did you say, sir ? 

(Hd Mir. I say she's a counterfeit, and you may be 
another, for aught I know, sir : I have lost my child 
by these tricks, sir. 

Y. Mir. What tricks, sir ? 

Old Mir. By a pretended trick, sir. A contrivance 
to bring my son to reason, and it has made him 
stark mad ; I have lost him, and a thousand pound a 
year. 

Y. Mir. [Discovering himself,'] My dear father, I'm 
your most humble servant. 

Old Mir. My dear boy ! [Runs and kisses hinu] — 
Welcome, ex mferis, my dear boy ! 'tis all a trick, 
she's no more a nun than I am, 

Y.Mir. No! 

Old Mir. The devil a bit. 
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y. Mir, Then kiss me agaio, my dear dad/forthe 
iDost happy news — And now> most venerable holy 
tister> [Knedk 

Your mercy and your pardon I implore^ 
For the offence oi asking it before. 

Lookye, my dear counterfeiting nun, take my adTJce,- 
be a nun in good earnest ; women make the best nuns 
always, when they can't do otherwise. 

Oriana. O, sir I how unhappily have you destrwy^d 
what was so near perfection ! He is the counterfeit, 
that has deceived you. 

Old Mir. Ha ! Lookye, sir, I recant ; she is a non. 

y. Mir, Sir, your humble servant ; then I'm a friar 
this moment. 

Old Mir, • Was ever an old fool so bantered by a 
brace o' young ones ! Hang you both 1 you're both 
counterfeits, and my plot's spoiled, that's all. 

Oriana, Shame and confusion, love, anger, and dis- 
appointment, will work mv brain to madness! 

"[Takes of her HabH—Exit. 

Y. Mir. Ay, ay, throw by the rags ; they have 
served a turn for us both, and they shall e'en go off 
together. [Takes off his Habit. 

[Exit, throwing away the Habit. 



SCENE III. 

Old Mirabel's House. 

Enter Duretete, with a Letter. 

Dur, [Reads.] My rudeness was only a proof of your 
^iwnour, which 1 have found so agreeable, tluU J ov:n 
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mgaeifpemleru, and willh^ to ntdke any reparaiifm upon 
jfourfarU appearancp to Buarrb. 

Mirabel fwears she loves me, and this cbnfirms it ; 
then farewell gallantry, and ^'elcome revenge! 'Tis 
iny turu now to be upon the sublime ; Til take her 
W, I warrant her ! 

Enter Bisarhe. 

Well, mistress, do you love me ? 

. ^19. I hope, sir, you will pardon the modesty 

•f 

. I>ur, Of what ? of a dancing devil ! — Do you love 
ttts, J say ? 

Bis. Perhaps I 

Dur. What? 

Bis. Perhaps I do not. 

Dur. Ha ! abused again ! Deaths woman, 1^11 \ 

Bis^. Hold, hold, sir ! I do. do ! 

Bur. Confirm it, then, by your obedience ; stand 
ibece, and ogle me now, as if your heart, blood, and 
ioul were like to fly out at your eyes — First, the di* 
jcct surprise. [Sfte looks fidl upon him,] Right ; next, 
.tbe deux yeux par oblique. [She gives him the side Glance.] 
Kight; now depart, and languish. [She turns from 
Urn, an(i looks over hei' shoulder,] Very well ; now 
M^h. [She sighs.] Now drop your fan on purpose. 
iSlte drops iier Fan*} Now lake it up again. Come 
«ow, coufess your faults; are you not a proud-^saj 
alter me* 

Bis, Proud. 
- J)ur» Impertinent. 

Bis, Impertinent. 

Dur, Ridiculous. 

Bis» Ridiculous. 

JDur, Flirt. 

Bis. Puppy. 

JDur. Zoons ! Woman, don't provoke m€ ; we arc 
idooe> and you don't know but the devil may tempt 



me to do yoa a misdiiet Ask my patdon immedi- 

ately. 

^ij. I do, sir ; I only mistook the word. 

Dur* Cry, then. Haye you got e'er a handker- 
chief ? 

Bis. Yes> sir. 

Dur. Cry, then, handsomely ; cry like a queen in a 
tragedy. [She pretending to cry, bursts out a laug^ang. 

Enter Tvoo Ladies, hughij^m 

Bis, Ha! hai ha! 

Both Ladies. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Dur. Hell broke loose upon me, and all the iiirie» 
fluttered about my ears ! Betrayed again ? 

Bis. That you are, upon my word, my dear cap* 
tain; ha! ha! ha! 

Dur. The Lord deliver me ! 

1 Lady. What ! is this the mighty mala, with tbe 
bull-t'ace, that comes to frighten ladies? 

Dur. Ha, madam, Vm the best-natured fellow m 
the world. 

. Bis, A man ! we're mistaken ; a man has manners; 
the awkward creature is some tinker's trull, in a peri- 
wig. Come, ladies, let us examine him. 

[Thei/ lay hold on hint, 

Dur, Examine ! the devil you will ! 

Bis, I'll lay my life, some great dairy maid in 
man's clothes ! 

Dur, They will do't. — Lookye, dear christian wo- 
men ! pray hear me. 

Bis. Will you ever attempt a lady's honour again?' 

Dur, If you please to let me get away with my 
honour, I'll do any thing in the world. 

Bis. Will you persuade your friend to marry mine? 

Dur. O yes, to be sure. 

Bis. And will you do the same by me ? 

Dvr. Burn me if 1 do, if the coast be clear, 

[Rum out, 
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Ha ! ha ! ha ! The visit, ^ladies, was critical 
for our diversions: we'll go make an end of our tea* 

Enter Young Mikabel and Old Mirabel. 

Y. Mir. Your patience, sir* I tell you, I won't 
Biarry ; and, though you send all the bishops in 
Ilrance to persuade me, I shall never believe their 
joctrine against their practice. You would compel 
ne to that state, which I have heard you curse your* 
m\f, when my mother and you have battled it (or a 
whole week together. 

Old Mir, mver but once, you rogue » and that was 
when she longed for six Flanders mares : Ay, sir, then 
abe was breeding of you, which shewed what an ex« 
pensive dog I should have of you. 

Mnter Petit. 

Well, Petit, how does she now ? 

Petit. Mad, sir, conpompoi — Ay, Mr Mirabel, you'll 
believe that I speak truth now, when I confess that 
I have told you hitherto nothing but lies : our jesting 
jn come to a sad earnest ; she's downright distracted I 

Enter Bisabre. 

Bis. Where is this mighty victor!. ^The great 

exploit is done. O, sir, [To the old Gentleman,'] your 
wretched ward has found a tender guardian of you, 
fvhere her young innocence expected protection, here 
has she found her ruin. 

Old Mir. Ay, the fault is mine; for I believe that 
rogue won't marry, for fear of begetting such another 
disobedient son as his father did. I have done all I 
can, madam, and now can do no more than run mad 
fpr company, [^Cries. 

Enter Dugard, with his Sword drawn. 
Dug. Away ! Hevenge i Revenge ! 
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Old Mir. Patience ! Patience, sir ! [Old Mibabel 
holds him] Bob, draw. 

Dug. Patience! the coward's virtue, and the brave 
man's failing, when thus provoked — Villain ! 

Y, Mir. Your sister's phrenzy shall excuse your 
madness ; and, to shew my concern for what she 
suffers, Pll bear the villain frooi her brother.<*.Put 
up your anger with your sword ; I have a heart like 
yoqrs, that swells at an affi'ont received, but melts at 
an injury given ; and, if the lovely Oriana's grief be 
such a moving scene, 'twill find a part within thii 
breast, perhaps as tender as a brother's. 

Dug. To proye that sod compassion for her grie( 
endeavour to remove it.— There, there, behold an ob* 
jept that?8- infective ; I cannot view her, but lam ai 
mad as she ! 

ft 

Enter Obi ana, held Im/ Two Maids, who put her in a 

Chair* 

A sister, that my dying parents left, with their last 
words and blessing, to my care. Sister, dearest sis- 
ter ! [Goes to her* 

Old Mir, Ay, poor child, poor child, d'ye know 
me? 

Oriana. Yon ! you are Amadis deGaul, sir. — Ob! 
oh, my heart 1 Were you ever in love, fair lady ? 
And do you never dream of flowers and gardens ? — I 
dream of walking fires, and tall gigantic sights. Take 
heed, it comes now — What's that ? Pray stand away : 
1 have seen that face, sure.— How light my head is ! 

Y. Mir. What piercing charms has beauty, even 
in madness! 

Oriana. I cannot ; for I must be up to go to church, 
and I must dress me, put on my new gown, and be so 
fine, to meet my love. Heigho ! — Will not you tell 
me where my heart lies buried ? 

Y. ]\fir. My very soul is toUch'd— Your hand, my 
fair! 
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Oriana, How soft and gentle yon feel ! I'll tell you 
jirar fortune, friend. ' 

y. Mir* How she stares upon me ! 

Oriana, You have a flattering face ; but 'tis a fine 
ttie — ^i warrant you have five hundred mistresses — Ay, 
to be sure, a mistress tor every guinea m his pocket 
—Will you pray for me ? I shall die to morrow— —— 
And will you ring my passing bell ? 
' Ym Mir. Do you know me, injured creature ? 

Oriana, No, — but you shall be my intimate ac- 
qaaintance — in the grave. [IVeepSm 

Y. Mir. Oh, tears ! I must believe you ; sure 
lliere's a kind of sympathy in madness ; for even I, 
obdurate as I am, do feel my soul so tossed with 
storms of passion, that I could cry tor help as well as 
she. [Wipes his Eyes* 

Oriana. What, have you lost your lover ? jNo, you 
mock me ; I'll go home and pray. * 

y. Mir. Stay, my fair innocence, and hear me own 
my love so loud, that I may call your senses to their 
place, restore them to their charming happy functions^ 
and reinstate myself into your favour. 

Bis. Let her alone, sir; 'tis all too late; she trem- 
bles; hold her, her fits grow stronger by her talking; 
don't trouble her, she don't know you, sir. 

^Id Mir. Not know him I what then ? she loves t% 
see him for all that. 

Enter Durbtbtb. 

JDur. Where are you all ? What the devil ! melan- 
choly, and I here I Are ye sad, and such a ridiculous 
subject, such a very good jest among you as 1 am ? 

y. Mir. Away with this impertinence : this is no 
place for bagatelle ; I have murdered my honour, de- 
stroyed a Udy, and my desire of reparation is eomf 
al length too late. See there ! 

Dur. What ails her .^ 

t2 
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y. Mir, Ala8« she's mad ! 

'Dtjar, Mad ! dost wonder at that ? By this light, 
they're all so; they're cozening mad; they're brawU 
ing mad; they're proud wad: 1 just now came from 
a whole worid of mad women^ that had almosl^— 
What, is she dead ? 

y. Mir, Dead ! Heavens forjbid. 

Dwr. Heavens further it ; i'or« till they be as cold. 
as a key, there's no trusting them ; you're never sore 
that a u Oman's in earnest, till she is nailed in her 
coffin. Shall I talk to her? Are you mad, mistress} 

"BU* What's that to you, sir ! . ^ 

J)uT, 0.6ns, madam, are you there I [fiuiu ojf. 

y. Miu h.viii^t thou wild buffoon ! How poor and 
mean this humour now appears ? His follies and \sc} 
own I here disclaim ; this lady's phrenzy has restorra 
my senses, and was she perfect now, as once she waa» 
(before yon all I speak it) she should be mine; and^ 
a« she is, my tears and prayers shall wed her. 
. Dug. How happy had this declaration been some 
l^ours ago I 

Jih, Sir, she beckons to you, and waves us to go 
oft'; come, come, let's leave them, 

[Exeunt all but Young Mirabel and Oriana. 

Oriana* Oh, sir ! 
, X* ^Jir. Speak, my charming angel, if your dear 
senses have rt-gained their order; speak, fair, and 
bless me with the news. 

Oriana, First, let me bless the cunning of my sex, 
tUaJb happy couuterfcited phjenzy that, has restored 
to my poor labouring breast the dearest^ best beloved 
of men. 

y. Alir, Tune all, ye spheres, your instruments of 
joy, and carry round your spacious orbs the happy 
si)und of Oriana's health ; her soul, whose harmony 
was next to yours, is now in tune again ; the coun- 
terfeiting fair has played the fool. 
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She was so mad^ to counterfeit for me ; 

I was so mad, to pawn my liberty : 

But DOW we both are well, and both jure free. 

Oruma. How, sir ? Free ! 

Y* Mu\ As air, my dear bedlamite ! \Vbat, marry 
lunatic ! Lookye, my dear, you hav^ counterfeited 
adness £o very well this bout, that you'll- be apt to 

ay the fuol all your life long. Here, gentle* 

en-l 

Oriana. Monster ! you won't disgcace me 1 

Y. Mir. C my faith, but 1 will." Here, come in 
mUemen.— A miracle 1 a miracle! the woman's dis« 
Msess'd ! the devil- s vanished 1 

m 

J^nter Old MraABEL and Dugard. 

Old Mir, Bless us 1 was she possessed ? 

Y* Mir* With the worst ol" demons, sic I a mar- 
lage devil ! a horrid devil ! — Mr 'Dugard, don't be 
irprised. 1 promised my endeavours to cure your 
sler; no mad doctor in. Christendom could have 
one it niore eilectually. Take her into your charge; 
nd have a care she don't relapse. 11 she should, 
mploy me not again, for 1 am no more infallible 
lan others of the faculty;; I do cure sometii^^' 
* Oriana. Your remedy, most barbarous man, will 
itive the greatest poisOn to my Ileal th ; for, though 
ly former -phreuzy was but counterfeit, I now shall 
JD into a real madness. 

[Exit ; Old Mirabel qfter. 

Y. Mir, What a dangerous precipice have I 'scap'd 1 
Vas not 1 just now upon the brink of destruction ? 

Enter Dcretete. 
>h, my friend, let me run into thy bosom ! no }ark 
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escaped from the devouring pounces of a hawk« 
quakes with more dismal apprehension, 

Dur, The matter, man ! 

Y. Mir. Marriage ! hanging ! I was just at the 
gallows footy the running noose about my neck, and 
the cart wheeling from me,— -Oh, I shan't be myself 
this month again! 

Dvr. Did not I tell you so ? They are all alike* 
taints or devils I 

F, Mir. Ay, ay : there's no living here with se- 
curity ; this house is so full of stratagem and design, 
that I must abroad again. 

Dur. With all my heart; Til bear thee company, 
my lad : I'll meet you at the play ; and we'll set-out 
for Italy to-morrow morning. 

F. Mir. A match ; I'll go pay'my compliment of 
leave to my father presently. 

Dur. I'm afraid he'll stop you. 

Y. Mir. What, pretend a command over me, after 
his settlement of a thousand pound a-year upon me! 
No, no, he has passed away his authority with the 
conveyance ; the will of the living father is chiefly 
•beyed for the sake of the dying one. 

« 

Dependence ev n a father's sway secures^ 
For, though the son rebels, the heir is yours. 

[Exeunt severally* 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE 1. 

the Street before the Playhouse. 

lABEL and DvRETETE, 05 coming from the Play, 

T. How d'ye like ibis play ? 

Mir* I liked the company ; — ^the lady, the rich 
y, ' in the front box, had my attention : These 
lent poets bring the ladies together to support 

and to kill every body else. 

r deaths vpon the stage, the ladies cry, 

•t iiier mind us, that in the audience die : 

e poet's hero should not move their pain, 

U they sitould weep for those their eyes have slain* 

ir, Hoyty, toyty ! did Philks inspire you with 
lis? 

Mir, Ten times more; the playhouse is the ele« 
; of poetry, because the region of beauty ; the 
s, methinks, have a more inspiring, triumphant 
1 the boxes than any where else — ^they sit, coro- 
iing on their thrones, with all their subject slaves 
t them : — Their best clothes, best looks, shining 
Is, sparkling eyes; the treasure of the world in a 
— I could wish that my whole life long were the 
night of a new play. 

ur. The fellow has quite forgot this journey :— r 
3 you bespoke post horses ? 
. Mir, Grant me but three days, dear captain, 
to discover the lady, one to unlbid myself, and 
to n^ake me happy, and then I'm yours to tht^ 
d's end* 
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Dur, Hast thou the impadence to promise thyself 
a lady of her figure and quality in so short a time ? 

Y. Mir. Yes« sir ; I have a confident address^ no 
disagreeable person, and five hundred louis d'ors in 
my pocket. 

Dur. Five hundred louis d'ors ! you an't mad! 

F. Mir, I tell you, she's worth five thousand ; one 
of her black; brilliant eyes is worth a diamond as big 
as her head. 

Jhar. But you have owned to me, that, abating Ori* 
ana's pretensions to marriage, you loved her passion- 
ately ; then how can you wander at this rate ? 

F. Mir. I longed for a partridge t'other day, off 
the king's plate; but d'ye think, because I €X>uld not 
have it, I must eat nothing ? 

Enter Oriana, in Bor/s Clothes^ with a Letter. 

Oriana Is your name Mirabel, sir? 

Y, Mir. Yes, sir. 

Oriana^ A letter from your uncle, in Picardy. 

[Gives the Letter. 
Y. Mir. [Reads:\ 

The hearer is the son of a protestant genlleman, toko, 

fitfingfor his religion, left me the charge of this T/oiUh.^-^ 

A pretty boy ! — He's fond of some handsome savict, 

that may afford him opportunity of improvement : your 

care of him will oblige, 

Ycmrs. 
Hast a mind to travel, child ? 

Oriana, 'Tis my desire, sir ; I should be pleased to 
serve a traveller in any capacity. 

F. Mir, A hopeful inclination ; you shall along 
with me into Italy, as my page. 

Lur. [Noise without.] Too handsome — ^The play'i 
done, and some of the ladies come this way. 

f Lamobce without, with Iter Train borne vp by$ 
Pa«e, 



K. Mir. Daretete, the very dear, identical she ! 

JDur. And what then I 

Y.Mir. Why, 'tis she! 

jDkt. And what then, sir ? 

Y, Mir, Then! — ^Why, lookye, sirrah, the first 
piece of service I put upon yon, is to follow that la- 
dy's coach, and bring me word where she lives. 

[7b Oriana. 

Oriana. I don't know the town, sir, and am afraid 
•f losing mvsel£ 

Y. Mir. Pshaw ! 

Enier Lamorce atid Page. 

Liam. Page, what's become of all my people ? 

Page, I can't tell, madam ; I can see no sign of 
your ladyship's coach. 

Lam. That fellow has got into his old pranks, and 
fallen drunk somewhere ;->— none of the footmen there ? 

Page, Not one, madam. 

Lim. These servants are the plague of our lives— 
what shall I do ? 

Y. Mir. By all my hopes. Fortune phnps for me ! 
Kow, Duretete, for a piece of gallantry ! 

Dur. Why, you won't, sure ? 

Y. Mir. Won't, brute! — Let not your servants' ne- 
glect, madam, put your ladyship to any inconvenience; 
for you can't be disappointed of an equipage, whilst 
mine waits below : and, would you honour the master 
00 far, he would be proud to pay his attendance. 

Dur. Ay, to be sure ! [Aside. 

Lam. Sir, I won't presume to be troublesome, for 
my habitation is a great way off. 

Dur. Very true, madam, and he's a little engaged; 
besides, maaam-*-a hackney coach will do as well, 
jnadam. 

F. Mir. Rude beast, be quiet! [To Duretete.] 
The farther from home, madam, the more occasion 
yott hav« for a guanU-Pray, madanw* 
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Lam. Lard, sir- 



[Ue seems to press^ she to decline it, in dumb show, 

Dur. Ah ! The devil's in his impudeQce.] Now he 
Tvheedles, she smiles — he flatters, she simpers — he 
swearsy she believes— he's a rogue, and she's a w— -^ 
in a moment. « 

y. Mir. Without there! .my coach 1—-Duretete, wlsk 
roe joy ! [Hands tite L/ufy (WL 

Dur, Wish you a ! Here, you little Ptcard, go 

follow your master, and he'll lead you ■■ 

Oriana. Whither, sir ? 

Dur. To the Academy, child — ^'tis the fashion with 
men of quality to teach their pages their exercises— 

go. 

Oriana. Won't you go with him too, sir ? That wo- 
man may do him some harm, I don't like her. 

Dur. Why, how now, Mr Page, do you start up to 
give laws of a sudden ? Do you pretend to rise at 
court, and disapprove the pleasure of your betters ?— 
Lookye, sirrah, if ever you would rise by a great man, 
be sure to be with liim in his little actions; and, as a 
step to your advancement, follow your master immedi- 
ately, and make it your hope that he goes to a bagnio. 

Oriana. Heavens forbid ! [ExiL 

Dur. Now would I sooner take a cart in company 
of the hangihan, than a coach with that woman:— 
What a strange antipathy liave I taken agains^t these 
creatures ! A woman to me, is aversion upon aversion! 
a cheese, a cat, a breast of mutton, the squalling of chiU 
^ren, the grinding of knives, and the snuli'of a candle. 

{Exit: 

SCENE 1I« 

^L amorce's Lodgings. 
Enter Mirabel and Lamorce. 

Ijim, To convince me, sir, that your service wai 
something more thau ^ood bxeed'wv^, \)klease lo lay oat 
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an hoar of your company upon my desire, as you 
have already upon my necessity. 

K. Mir, Your desire, madam, has only prevented 
my request : — My hours ! Make them yours, madam, 
eleven, twelve, one, two, three, and all that belong to 
those bappy minutes. 

Lam. But I must trouble you, sir, to dismiss your 
retinue, because an equipage at my door, at this time 
of night, will not be consistent with my reputation. 

y. Mir. By all means, madam, all but one little 
boy — Here, page I 

Enter Oriana. 

Order my coach and servants home, and do you stay ; 
'tis a foolish country boy, that knows nothing but in- 
nocence. 

Lam, Innocence, sir! I should be sorry if you 
made any sinister constructions of my freedom. 

y. Mir. O, madam, I must not pretend, to remark 
upon any body's freedom, having so entirely forfeited 
my own. 

Lam, Well, sir, \were convenient towards our easy 
correspondence^ that we entered into a free confidence 
of each other, by a mutual declaration of what we 
are, and what we think of one another.— Now, sir, 
what are you ? 

Y, Mir. In three words, madam, — ^I am a gentle- 
man, aud have five hundred ^unds in my pocket. 

Lam* And your name is 

y. Mir. Mustapha. — Now, madam, the inventory 
of your fortunes ? 

Lam. My name is Lamorce — my birth noble ; I 
■Was married young to a proud, rude, sullen, impetu- 
ous fellow ; — ^the husband spoiled the gentleman ; — 
crying ruined my face, till at last.I took hearty leap- 
ed out of a window, got away to my friends, sued 
my tyrant, and recovered my fortune.— r'l lived from 
fifteen to twenty, to please a husband ; from twenty 
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to forty, Vm resolved to please myself, aild from 
thence, upwards, I'll humour the world. 

F. 31ir. Ha ! ha ! ha ! I rejoice in your good for- 
tune, with all my heart ! 

Lam. O, now I thinlc on't, Mr Mustapha, you have 
got the finest ring there, I could scarcely believe it 
right ; pray let me see it 

F. Mir. Hum ! Yes, taadam, 'ti^— ^'tis right — but 
..but — but*— but — but it was given me by my mo^ 
ther— ^n old family ring, madam — an old-fashioned, 
family ring. 

Lam, Ay, sir !— -If you can entertain yourself for 
a moment, Til wait on you immediately. [Exit, 

F. Mir, Certainly the stars have been in a strattge 
intriguing huAmour, when I was born. — ^Ay, this night 
should I have had a bride in my arms, and that I 
should like well enough ! But what should I have Uh 
morrow. night? The same. And what next nigbt{ 
The same. And what next night ? The very same ; 
Soup for breakfast, soup for dinner, soup for supper^ 
and soup for breakfast again— But here's variety. 

/ love tliefair, who freely gives her heart, 
Thai's mine by ties of nature, not of art ; 
Who boldly oivns whatever her thoitglits indite. 
And is too modest for a hypocrite. 

[Lamorce appears at the Door; aai he runs fovHirds 
her. Four Bravo£s step in before her. He 
starts back. 

She comes, she comes — Hum, hum — Bitch— Murdei'- 
ed, murdered, to be sure I The cursed strumpet ! To 
make me send away my servants— -Nobody near me ! 
These cut-throats always make sure work. — What 
shall I do ? I have but one way. Are these gentle- 
men your relations, madam ? 

Lam. Yes, sir. 

F. Min Geiktkmen, your most homble gervamt^ 
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sir, your moit faithful ; yoars, sir, with all my heart ; 
your most obedient— Come, geotlcmen, [Saluies ail 
rowuL] please to sit— *no ceremoay— next the lady, 
jway, sin 

Lam. Well, sir, and how d'ye like my friends ? 

[They all sii. 

y. Mir. O, madam> the most finished gentlemen ; 
I was nevermore happy in good company in my life. 
I suppose, sir, you have travelled ? 

1 Bra. Yes, sir. 

T» Mir. Which way, may I presume ? 
. 1 Bra. In a western barge, sir. 

Y.Mir. Hal ha! ha! very piretty! facetious pret** 
iy gentleman i 

. Lam. Ha ! ha ! ha ! sir, you have got the prettiest 
fiDg upon your finger there-*- 

V. Mir. Ah ! Madam, 'tis at your service, with all 
my heart ! [Offering the Hingr 

Lam. By no means, sir, a family ring ! [Takes U. 

' Y. Mir. No matter, madam.— Seven hundred 

jpound, by this light ! [Aside. 

2 Bra. Pray, sir, what's o'clock ? 

Y. Mir. Hum ! Sir, I have left my watch at home. 

2 Bra. I thought 1 saw the string of it just now. 

Y. Mir. Ods my life, sir, I beg your pardon, here 
it is !— but it don't go. [Piating it up. 

Lam. O, dear sir, an English watch i Tompion's, I 
presume ^ 

. Y. Mir, D'ye like it, madam ? No ceremony — 'tis 
at your service, with all my heart and soul 1—Tom- 
pion's! Hang ye! [Aside. 

1 Bra. But, sir^ above all things, I admire the fat* 
jhion and make of your sword hilt ! 

Y. Mir. I'm mighty glad you like it, sir ! 

1 Bra. Will you part with it, sir ? 

Y. Mir. Sir, I wont sell it. 

I Bra. Not sell it, sir ! 
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y, Mit\ No, gentlemeo, but I'll bestow it, fvithall 

my heart ! [Qff^^^ *^> 

1 Bra. O sir, we shall rob you \ 

Y, Mir. That you do I'll be- sworn ! [Aade.]'-^! 
have another at home; pray, sir, — Gentlemen, you're 
too modest-— have 1 any thing else that you fancy } — 
Sir, will you do me a favour? [To the First Bravo.] 
I am extremely in love with thai hat which you wear; 
'will you do me the favour to change with me ? 

1 Bra. Lookye, sir, this is a ramily tiat, and I 
would not part with it, but if you like i t ■ { Thy 
change Hats.] — I want but a handsome pretence to 
quarrel with him— Some wine I Sir, your good health. 

[Pulls Mirabel by the Note. 

Y. Mir. Oh, sir, your most humble servant! s 
pleasant frolic enough, to drink a man's health, and 
pull him by the nose 1 ha 1 ha ! ha! -the pleasantest, 
pretty-humoured gentleman— 

.Lam. Help the gentleman to a glass, 

[Mirabel drinks, 

1 Bra. How d'ye like the wine, sir? 

Y. Mir. Very good o'the kind, sir : — But I tell ye 
what, I iind we are all inclined to be frolicsome, and 
'egad, for my own part, I was never more disposed to 
be merry ; let's make a night on't, ha ! — This wine i« 
pretty, but I have such burgundy at home ! Lookye, 
gentlemen, let me send for half a dozen flasks ol my 
burgundy, I defy France to match it j — 'twill make us 
all lite, all air; pray, gentlemen. 

2 iira*. Eh ? Shall us have his burgundy ? 

1 Bra. Yes, 'faith, we'll have all we can; here, call 
up the gentleman's servant. — lExit Fuotman.J V\'liat 
think vou. Lamorce ? 

Lam, Yes, yes — Your servant is a foolish country 
boy, sir, Ue understands nothing but innocenct>« 

V. Mir, Ay, ay, madam.--Here, page,- 
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Take this key, and go to my botler;^ order him to send 
half a dozen flasks of the red bDrguDdy, marked a 
tbonsan^ ; and be sure you make haste, I long to en- 
tertain my friends here ; my very good irlencls* 

Omnes» Ah ! dear sir. 

1 Bra, Here, child, take a glass of wine— Your 
master and I have changed hats, honey, in a frolic-— 
Where had you this pretty boy^ honest Mustapha ? 

Oriana. Mustapha! 

F. Mir. Out of Picardy-^this is the first errand he 
bas made for me, and if he does it right, I will encou- 
ragis him* 

-Oriana. The red burgundy, sir I 

K Mir^ The red, marked a thousand, and be sure 
ycMi make haste. 

Oriana. I shall, sir. [Exii. 

1 Br<u Sir, you were pleased to like my hat, hava 
you any fancy for my coat ?«— >Lookye, sir, it has ser^ 
¥ed a great .many honest gentlemen very faithfully. 

y. Mir. The insolence of these dogs is beyond their 
cruelty ! [Adde. 

Lam. You're melancholy, sir. 

y. Miu Only concerned, madam, that I should 
have no servant here but this little boy-i— hell make 
some confounded blunder, Pll lay my life on't; I 
would not be disappointed of my wine for the uni^ 
verse. 

Lam, He'll do well enough, sir; but supper's ready; 
will you please to eat a bit, sir ? 

F. Mir. O, madam, I never had a better stomach 
in my lil'e. 

Lam, Come, then« we bave nothing but a plate of 

MMip. 

Y. Mir. Ah ! the marriage soup I could dispense 
vith now. [Aside. — Exit, hmding the Loufy* 

^ Bra. Shall we dispatch himi 
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S Bra. To be sure ; I think he knows me. 

1 Bra. Ay, ay, dead men tell tko tales; I han't the 
confidHioe to look a mau in-tiM ftoe, after I hav« 
4oiw>iiki SO' injury, thMdbrtHH^uardwbnn. 

■■.': !■' > .. I . ,;■..;. , . ;'..S . [£ieiDi;, 

•GUIS in. ' -,■''' ,-''■• -•■■•■■ 

£tor fiuXETSTB. 

Dur. My friend has forsakeD me, I have abandon* 
ed my miaUesa, my time liea heavy U|]on my hauli, 
and my money burns iu my pocket — But now I think 
<Hi't, my myrmidons are u^jon duty to-night; I'll 
fairly stroll down to the guard, and nod away tbeni|cbt 
withjuy honest lieutenant, over aflaik of wine, »ao- 
ly, and a pipe of btbacco. 

' [Going aff, Bisabu «ce(j jUm. 

£m. Wtio comes there ? stand I 
. Jdw, Heyday, now she's turned dragoon \ 

BUt' Lookye, sir, I'm fold you intend to ttrarri 
again^ — I design to wait upon you as &t as Italy, -. 

Bur. Then I'll ti»Tel into Wales. 

BU. Waies I What couQtry's- that i 

Dur. The land of moaotains, ctfiki'; where you'ra 
neverout of the way, 'cause there's no such thing as « 
highroad. .. ■ ■ 

BU. Rather, always in s highroad, because ym. 
travel-all uponhilli; but be*! afiiwil^l'll jttg alobg- 

Dur. Bat we intend to rail to the Eait IndisB. 
Bii. East, or West, 'tis all one to me : I'm tightand 
light, and the fitter for tailing. 

.Xhtr- But suppose vre take through Getmany, uul 
Mak baxd i 
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Bis, Suppose I take through Germany^ and drink 
harder than vou ? 

£>ur. Suppose I go to a bawdy house ? 

Bis. Suppose 1 shew you the way ? 

Dur. 'Sdeath, woman! will you go to the guard 
with me, and smoke a pipe ? 

Bis, Aiious done i 

Dur. I'he devirs in the wQnmn 1-^uppose I hang 
myself? 
- Bis, There PIl leave you. 

Dur, And a happy iriddance : the gallqws is wel- 
come. 

Bis, Hold^ hQld> sir« [^Catch^s him by the Arm, go* 
^^S'li one word before we fi^^ 

Dur. Let ipe go, madam»-r-p^ I ^all think that 
you're a man, and, perhaps, may examine you. 

Bis, Stir if you dare ; I have still spirits to attend 
me, and can raise such a mu^tter of fairies, as shall 
punish you to death.: — Obme» 8ir> stand there now, and 
ogle me: [Hejrowns upon^Itcn] J^ow a languishing 
sigh : [He groans.] Now run> and tal^ my fan, — fast- 
er. [He runs, and takes it up,] Now play with i( 
handsomely. 

JDur» Ay, ay« [He tears it ^11 in pieces. 

Bis* Hold, hold, dear, humorous coxcomb ! Cap- 
tain, spare my fan, and Til — Why, you r.ude, inhu- 
man monster ! don't you expect to pay for this r 

Dur, Yes, madam, there's twelve pence ; for th$it 
is the price on't. 

Bis. Sir, it cost a guinea. 

Bur. Well, madam, you shall have the sticks again. 

[Throyfs them to her, and exit. 

Bis, Ha ! ha ! ha I ridiculou:*, below my concern I 
I must follow him, however, to know if he can give^ 
If e aify news of Oriana. L^}^' 
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SCENB IT. 

JSnftfT Young Mirabei,, 

F. iKfir. Bloody hell-houDds ! Loverheard yoU'^— 
Was not t^ two hours ago« the happy^ gay, reioicing 
Mirabel ? Jiow did I pkime jny hopes in aiair, oom- 
ing prospect, of a long scene of years I Life courted 
me with all the charms of vigour, youths and fortune^ 
.and to be torn away from all my prcHnised joys, is 
.more than death ; — ^the manner too, by villains i^^Q, 
jny Oriana, this very moment .mi&ht have blessed me 
in thy arms I— -and my poor boy! the innocent boyl 
'^onnision !-^But hush, they come— ^I must dissemble 
iniilL-rNo.news of my wine, gentlemen ? 

ISnterthc Four Bravoes. 

1 Bra, No, sir; I believe your country booby hai 
lost himself, and we can wait no longer forH : — ^True^ 
sir, you're a pleasant gentleman, but, I suppose you 
.understand our business ? 

Y, Mir, Sir, I may go near to guess at your employ- 
jnents; you, sir, are a lawyer, I presume— you a phy- 
sician — you a scrivener, and you a stock jobber.*-— 
All cut-throats, egad [ [Andfi, 

4 Bra, Sir, I am a broken officer ; I was cashiered 
at the head of the army for a coward, so I took up 
the trade pf murder, to retrieve the reputation of my 
courage. 

3 JBra. I am a soldier too, and would serve my 
king ; but I don't like the quarrel, and I have more ho» 
nour than to fight in a bad cause. 

2 Bra, 1 was bred a gentleman, and have no estate ; 
but I must have my whore and. my bottle, through the 
prejudice of education^ 

Ji Jirji,* l.Am a TuS&^u.toovi>3 \.\Nft ]^teiudiceof^du- 
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cation, I was bred a< batcher.^-~In sfa6rt, sir, if your 
wine tiad come, we miglit have trifled a little longer. 
— Come, sir, which sword will you fall by ? mine, sir ? 

2 Bra. Or mine ? [Draws. 

3 Bra, Or mine ? [Draws. 

4 Bra. Or mine ? \^Draws. 

Y. Mir. 1 scorn to beg my life; but to be butch- 
ered thus ! — O, there's the wine ! — this moment for 
iKnocking.] my life or death. 

Enter Oriana. 

Lost! for ever lost !-^Where*s the wine, child? [Faintly. 
Oriana, Coming up, sir. ISianips. 

Enter Duretete with his Sword drawn^ and six of the 
Oramd Musquet&ers, tvzM their Pieces presented; 
the RvFFXAHi drop t/ieir Swords. — ORiMin goes off, 

y*. Mir. The wine, the wine, the wine i Youth, 
pleasure, fortune, days and years, are now my own 
again 1 Ah, my dear friends ! did not I tell you, this 
wine would make me merry ? — ^Dear captain, these 
geintlemen are the be$t natured, facetious, witty crea- 
tareSy that ever you knew. 

Ea^er Lamorce. 

Iauiu Is the wine come, sir ? 

Y, Mir. O yes, madam, the wine is com e ■ . see 
tibere ! [Pointing to the Soldiers.] Your ladyship has 
got a very fine ring upon your finger. 

'Lam, Sir, 'tis at your service. 

y. Mir. O ho ! is it so ? Thou dear seven hundred 
pound, thouVt welcome home again, with all my 
heart !— Ad's my life, madam, you have got the finest 
built watch there i Tompion's, I presume ? 

Lam. Sir, you may wear it. 

Y. Mir. O madam, by no means, *tis too much-^ 
Bob you of all I — [Takir^ it from her.] Good, dear 
$ime, thou'rt a precious thing, I'm g^d 1 have retric;? 
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Ted^hee. <[Puiiing it yp^ What» my friends neglected 
all this while \ Gentlemen^ you'll pardon my complai- 
sance to the lady.*— How now ! is it civil to be so out 
A^f humour at my entertainment, and I so {^eaied 
with yours ? — Captain, you're surpiised at all this— 
bnt we're in our frolics, you must Jknonr.— -Some wine 
jbcrei 

EiU^ Servant, wkh Wine. 

^iome, captain, this worthy gentleman's health* 

[Tweaks the FirU Bbavoe by the Nose; he roan* 
Sut now, where— >where's my dear deliverer, my boy, 
^y charming boy ? 

1 Bra. I hope somje of our crew below stairs have 
^lispatched him. 

Y. Mir. VillaiRj what say^stthou ? dispatched! I'll 
liave ye all tortured, racked, torn to pieces alive, if yoQ 
tiave touched my boy .^---Heie, page ! pagel page! 

[Amsott, 
• Dur. Here, gentlemen, be sure you secure. those 
Allows, 

1 Bra. Yes, sir, we know you^ and your guard will 
be very civil to us. 

Dur. Take them to justice, [The Guards carry 

iOffihe Bravq]^.] Now for you, madam; He! he 4 

he ! I'm so pleased to think that I shall be xevenged 
^f one woman, before I die.'^Well, Mrs Snap Dra- 
gon, which of these honourable gentlemen is so happy 
to call you wife ? 

1 Bra, Sir, she should have been mine to^m'gh^ 
'<:ause Sampre, here, had her last night. — ^Sir^ she's 
very true to us all four. 

^rUer Old Mirabel, Dugard, and fiSARRE. 

Old Mir, Robin ! Robin !— Where's Bob ? where's 
my boy ?-^What, is this the lady ? a pret^ creature, 
'faith ! — Harkye, child, because my son was so civil 
as to oblige you with a coach, J'li treat you with » 
car/;, indeed I wilU 



Dug. Aj, madam, and you shall have ar swinging 
eqiiii>age; thr^ or four thoosand footmen afc your 
heels, at least 

Dur. No less becomes her quality^ 

Bis. Faugh 1 the monster ! 

Dur. Monster! ay^ you'fe all a little sffeonetroiMV 
let me tell yon. 

Enter Y6vno Mirabel. 

Old Mif*' Ahy my dear Bob ! art thov safe, man t 
Y, Mrr. No> nb, sir, I am riiin^ : the sarer of mf 
life is lost 1 

Old Mir. No, became and brought us che nem. 
Y* Mir. But where is he } 

Enter Oiuana* 

Ha ! [Rimt and embraces her,] My deat preserverf 
what shall I do to recompense your trust ? — Father^ 
friends, gentlemen, behold the youth that has relie-^ 
r6d me from the most ignominious death ! — Command 
mCf child ; before you all — before my late so kind^ 
Indulgent stars, I swear to grant whatever you ask. 

Ortana. To the same stars, indulgent now to me, 
I will appeal, as to the justice of my claim : I shall 
demscAd but what was mine before>— the just perform- 
ance of your contract to Oriana. [Diseovering kert^m 

Omnes, Oriana t 
' Oridna. In this disguise I resblved to follow yt>a 
AtoitA, counterfeited that letter, that bixxight me in- 
<6' yoof service ; and so, by this strange turn -of fote^ 
I became the instrament of youir preserTation : few 
common servants would have had such cunning ; my 
love inspired me with the- mi^aning of your message, 
Because my concern for your safety made me suspect 
your companyr 

Dkt. Mirabel, you^re caughtr 

Y. Mir. Caught ! I scorn the thought of imposi* 
\ No, 'tis my vohimary act; tbiiiwai^ 
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no humaQ^ stratagem, but by my providential stars, 
designed to shew the dangers wandering youth incurs, 
by the pursuit of an unlawful love; to plunge me 
headlong in the snares of vice, and then to free nie by 
the hands of virtue : Here, on my knees, I humbly 
beg my fair preserver's pardon ; my thanks are need- 
less, for myself I owe : And now, forever, do protest 
me yours. 

Old Mir. Tall, all di dall ! [Sh^.] Kiss me, daugh- 
ter — no, you shall kiss me first, [To Lamorce.] lor 
you're the cause ou't. — Well, Bisarre, what say you to 
the captain ? 

Bi^ I like the beast well enough, but I don't uo- 
denttand his paces so well as to venture him in a 
strange road. 

Old Mir. But marriage is so beaten a path, that 
you can't go wrong. 

Bis. Ay, 'tis so beaten that the way is spoiled. 

Dur. There is but one thing should make me thy 
husband — I could marry thee today, for the privilege 
of beating thte to-morrow. 

Old Mir. Come, come, you may agree for all this; 
.—Mr Dugard, are not you pleased with this ? 

Dug. So pleased, that, if I thought it might secure 
your son's aflection to my sister, I would double her 
fortune. 

y. Mir. Fortune ! Has she not given me mine ? my 

life — estate — my all? and what is more, her virtuous 

•self? — Behold the foil [Pointing to Lamorcb.] that 

sets this brightness off! [To Oriana.] Here view the 

pride, [To Oriana.] and scandal of the sex ! 

What liberty can be so tempting there, 

[To Lamorce. 
As a soft, virtuous, am'rous bondage here ? 

[7b Oriana. 

THE END. 
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REMARKS. 



^•f^f^'^'^^fW^^ 



Alxhovqh, ** The Bold Stroke for a Husband,' u^ 
Mrs. Cowley, dpes not equal *' The Bold Stroke for 
a.WifeiV by Mw, Centlivre, either, in originality of 
design, wit, oc humour, it has. other advantages 
ndprehonouirable tq.her sex, and more conducive to 
tb^ reputation of the stage. 

Here is contained, no. oblique insinuation, detri- 
mental, to. the cause of njiorality — but entertainment 
and instruction unite, to make a pleasant exhibition 
at. a, ^b^tre, or give an hour*s amusement in the 
closet. 

fUiy^, where the scene is placed in a foreign coim-^ 
try> parUcularly when that country is Spain, have 
aUcen^ to present certain improbabilities to the au- 
dieiu;e, without incurring the danger of having them 
CStUed.such,;^ and the authoress, by the dkill with which 
she has used this dramatic permittance, in making 
the wife o( Don Carlos pass for a man, has formed a 
most Interesting plot, and, embellished it vnth lively, 
huiQprous,. and affecting incident. 

Still there is pother plot, of which Olivia is the 
heroine, as Victoria is of the foregoing ; 'and this( 
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more comic iehle, in which the fonner is chiefly coik- 
ceraed^ seems to have been the &vourite story of the 
authoress^ as finom this fihe has taken her title. 

But if Olivia makes a bold stroke to obtain a hus^ 
band^ sorely "Victoria makes a stiU bolder to preserve 
one j and thc^re is something less honourable in the 
enterprises of a young maiden^ in order to roiounce 
her state^ than in those of a married woman to avert 
the dangers that are ipapendlng over hers. 

Whichever of those females becomes the most ad- 
mired object with the reader^ he will not be insensi- 
ble to the trials of the other^ or to the various inter- 
ests of the whole Dramatis FersonaSj to whom the 
writer has artfully given a kiod of united influence } 
and upon a happy combination it is^ that^ sometimes, 
the success of a drama more depends than upon the 
most powerM support of any particular prominent, 
yet insulated, character, 

The part of Don Vincentio was certainly meant as a 
moral satire upon the extravagant love, or the fbolish 
affectation of pretending to love, to extravagance 
^^musiq. This satire was aimed at so many, that the 
shaft struck none. The charm of music still prevails 
in England, and the foUy of affected admirers, 

Vincentio talks music, and Don JuHo speaks 
poetry. Such, at least, is his fond description of his 
mistress Olivia, in that excellent scene in the third 
act, where she first takes off her veil, and feuscinateq 
him at once by the force of her beauty. 



REMARKI. 5 

In the delineation of this lady^ it is implied that 
6he is no tennagant^ although she so frequently comi- 
terfeits the character. This in&iuuation^ tKe reader^ 
if he pleasesj may trust — but the man who would 
venture to marry a good impostor of thiskind^ could 
not excite much pity^ if his helpmate was often in- 
duced to act the part which she had heretofore^ with 
so much spiirit; assumed. 

The impropriety of making fraud and imposition 
necessary evils^ to counteract tynomy and injustice, 
is the foult of aU Spanish dramas — and perhi^ the 
only one which attaches to the present comedy. 
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BOLD STROKE FOR A HUSBAND. 



ACT THE FIRST, 



SCINX I, 

A Street in Madrid, 

Enter Samcha ^rom a Home; sheadvanceit^ then rum 
back, and beckom to Pedro ufithin, 

San. Hi8t! Pedro! Pedro! 

Enter Pedro. 

There he U : dost see him? just turning by St. 
Anthony^ in the comer. Now^ do you tell him that 
your mijBtress is not at home ; and u his jealous don- 
ship should insist on searching the house^ as he did 
yesterday^ say that somebo<fy is ill — ^the black has 
got a fever, or that 

Ped. Fho, pho, get you in. Don*t Iknow that the 
duty of a laojuey in Madrid is to lie with a good 
grace? Ihavebeen studying it now ferawhole week, 
and ril defy don or devil to surprise me into a truth. 
Get you in, I siay—- here he comes. [Exit Sancha. 
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Enter Carlos. 

[Pedro struts up to him.'] Donna Laura is not at 
home^ sir. 

Car, Not at home !— -Come^ sir^ what have yoa 
received for telling that lie ? 

Fed. lie U^Iie !^^-<iSlgi»or !<»*« 

Car, It must be a lie> by your promptness in de- 
livering it. — ^What a fool does your mistress, trust ! 
— ^A clever rascal Jwould have Y^aited my approach^ 
and, delivering the message with easy coolness, de- 
ceived me — thou hast been on the watch, and runnest 
towards me with a lace of stupid importance, bawl- 
ing that she may hear through the lattice how well 
thou obeyest her, — ^' Donna Laura is not at home, 

sir." 

Fed. Hear through the lattice — ^hah ! by'r lady, 

she must have long ears, to reach from the grotto 

in the garden to the street. 

Car. Hah ! ^Seizes him.'] Now, Sir, your ears shall 
be longer, if you do not tell me who is with her in 
the grotto. 

Fed. In the grotto, sir! — ^Did I say any thing 
about the grotto ? I 1 only meant that 

Car. Fool !— Dost thou trifle with me } Who is 
with her ? [Pinching his ear. 

Fed. Oh ! — why, nobody, sir— only the pretty 
young gentleman*s valet, waiting for an answer to a 
letter he brought. There! I have saved my ear* at 
the expense of my place. I have wprn this fine ooat 
but a week, and I shall be sent back to Segovia for 
not being able to lie, though I have been learning 
the art six days and nights. m 

Car, Well — come this way— if thou wilt promise 
to be faithful to me, I will not betray thee, nor at 
present enter the house. 

Ped» Oh, sir, blessings on you ! 
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Car, How often does Ibe pretty young gentlemiui 
visit her } 

Ped. Every day^ sir— If he misses, xnadam's stark 
wild. 

Car, Where does he live ! 

Ped. Truly^ I know not, sir. 

Car, How ! ^Menacing, 

Ped, By the honesty of my mother^ I cannot tell, 
nr. She calls him Florio ; — ^that's his christian name 
-^fais heathen name I never heard. 

Car, You must acquaint me when they are nest 
together. 

Ped, Lord, sh, if there should he any hlood spilt ! 

Car, Promise,— -or I'll lead thee by Uie ears to the 
grotto. 

Ped, I promise, I pronUse* 

Car. There, take tiiat, [Gives tnoney.'] and if thou 
art fidthful, I'U treble it. Now go in, and be a good 
lad — and, d*ye hear?— you may tdl Hes to every 
body else, but remanber you must always speak 
trutii to me. 

Ped. I will, sir,— I will. 

[Exit looking at the money ^ 

Car, *Tls well my passion is extinguished, for I 
can now act with coolness j I'll widt patiently for 
the hour of their security, and take them in the 
softest moments of their love. But if ever I trust 
to woman more — ^may ever y 

Enter two Women, veiled, foUowed by Julio, 

Julio, fie, ladies ! keep yoiur curtains drawn so 
late ! The sun is up — 'tis time to lookabroad — [Tries 
to remove the veils.'] Nay, if you are determii^ on 
night and silence, I take my leave. A woman with- 
crat prattie, is like Buigundy without spirit. — ^Bright 
eyes, to touch me, must belong to sweet tongues. 

[Going, 

Car, Sure 'tis Julio, — ^Hev ! 
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JuJio, [Eetwming^ Don C&rloa \ Yes, by all the 
sober gods of matrimony !— Why^ what businesa^. 
goodman gravity, canst thoa have in Madrid^-^I un- 
derstand you are married— quietly settled in your, 
own pastures — father of a £uiuly, and the instructiye 
companion of country vine-dres0er»-^ha I ba ! 

dor* *Tis felse, by heaven ! — ^I have- forsworn the 
country— left my £unily, and run away from my 
wi&» 

Julio, Really! then matrimony ^has not totally 
destroyed thy free wilL 

Car, *l'is with difficulty I liave preserved it though^ 
for women, thou know«st> are most unreasonable be- 
ings ! As soon- as I had eashausted my stock of love 
tales^ which, with management, lasted beyond the 
honey-moon, madam grew sullen, — I £dund home 
dull, and amused myself with the pretty peasants of 

the neighbourhood Worse and worse ! — ^we had 

nothing now but faintings,. tears, and hysterics fbi» 
twenty-four honey-moons more. — So one momii^ I 
gave her in her sleep a farewell kisj>, to comfort her 
when she should awake, and posted to Madrid ; where, 
if it was not for the remembrance of the clog at my 
heel, I should bound o'er the regions of pleasure 
with more spirit than a young Arabian on his moun- 
tains. 

Julio. Do you find this clog no hindrance in 
affairs of gallantry ? 

Car. Not much. — In that house there — ^but, damn 
her, she's perfidious ! — in that house is a woman of 
beauty, with pretensions to character and fortune, 
who devoted herself to my passion. 

Julio. If she's perfidious, give her to the winds. 

Car, Ah, but there is a rub, Julio 5 I have been a 
fool — a woman's fool ! — ^In a state of intoxication, 
she wheedled me, or rather cheated me, out of a set« 
tlement. 

Julio. Pho ! is that< 
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'Cttr/Gb!\ but you know nut its nature. A settle- 
ment of lands^ that both honour and gratitude ought 
to have preserved sacred from such base alienation. 
Jn shorty if I cannot recorer them^ I am a ruined 
man. 

Julh,^ Nay^ this seems a worse dog than t*other 
— Poor Carlos ! so bewived and b e 

Car, Pr'ythee^ have compassion. 

JSnter a Servant^ with a letter to Julio > he reads 
it J and then nods to the Servant^ who exits 

Car, An appointment^ TU be swom^ by that air of 
mystery and sati8&etion--<»me^ be friendly^ and 
communicate. 

Julio, [Putting up the letter^ You are married^ 
Carlos 5 — ^that*s all I have to say — you are married. 

Car. Pho ! that's past long ago« and ought to be 
forgotten ; but if a man does a foolish thing once^ 
he*U hear of it all his life. 

Julio, Ky, the time has been when thou might'st 
have been entrusted with such a dear secret, — ^when 
1 might have opened the bOlet, and feasted thee 
with the sweet meandering strokes at the bottom, 
which form her name, w hen 

Car, What, 'tis from a woman then ? 

Julio, It is. 

Car, Handsome? 

Julio. Hum— not absokitdy handsome, fattt<^e*ll 

* pass, with one who has not had his taste ^H>iled by 
-—matrimony. 

Car. Malicious dog I-^Isshe young ? 
• JuUo, Under twenty--«£ur conofileuoni a^suire eyes, 
red lips, teeth of pearl, .polidied neck, fiB^turaed 

• shi^e, graceful 

■ Car. Hold, Jidio, if thou lov-stme !r— Is it possi- 
ble she can be so bewitching a creature ? 
JuUo. 'lis po88ible-*tfaough> to deal plainly^ I 
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never saw her j but I love my own pleasure so well^ 
tbat I could macj all that, and ten times more. 

Gfltr* What star does she inhabit } 

Julio, Taith, I know not -, my orders are to be in 
waiting, at seven, at the Prado. 

Car, Prado !— »hey ! — gad ! ean*t you take me with 
vou > for though I have forsworn the sex myself, and 
have done with them for ever, yet I may be of use 
to you, you know. 

Julio, 'Faith, I can*t see that — however, as you are 
a poor wo-begoiie married mortal, 1*11 have com- 
passion, and suffer thee to cotne. 

Car. Then I am a man again ! Wife, avaunt ! mis- 
tress, fiEurewell !r— At seven, you say ? 

Julio, Exactly. 

Car, rU meet thee at PhUippi ! lExeunt,severallif, 
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Scene ii. 

A spacious Garden belonging to Don C^sar. 

Enter Minbtte and Inis. 

Mins There, will that do? My lady sent me to 
make her up a nosegay; these orange flowers are 
delicious, and this rose, how sweet ! 

Inis, Fho ! what signifies wearing sweets in her 
bosom, unless they would sweeten her manners ? — 
*Tis amazing you can be so much at yoUr ease ; one 
might think your lady's tongue was a lute, and her 
morning scolds an agreeable serenade. 

Min, So they are — Custom, you know. I have 
been used to her music now these two years, and I 
don't believe I could relish my break&kSt without it. 

Inis. I would rather never break i|iy fost, than do 
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it on such tehns. What a dil^erenoe between your 
mistiness and mine ! Donna Victoria is as much too 
gentle, as her cousin is too harsh. 
. Min, Ay, and you see wliat she gets by it; had 
she been more spirited, p^haps her husbsjid would 
not liave forsaken her } — ^men enlisted under the ma- 
trimofual banner, like those under the king*s, would 
be often tempt^ to run away from their colours, 
if fear did not keep them in dread of desertion. 

Lf^is. If making a husband afraid is the way to 
ke^ him fkithfiil, I believe your lady wOl be the 
bajppiest wife in Spain, 

Min, Ha! ha! ha! how people may be deceived ! 
— nay, how people are deceived! — ^But time will 
discover all things. 

Inis. .What ! what, is there a secret in the busi- 
ness, Minette } If there is, hang time ! let's have it 
directly. 

Min. Now, if I dared but tell ye— lud! lud! how 
I could surprise ye !— IGoing, 

Inis, ^Stopping her,'] Don't go. 

Min, I must go 5 I am on the very brink of be- 
traying my mistress — ^I must leave you — ^mercy 
upon me I it rises like new bread. 

Inis, I hope it will choke ye, if ye stir till I 
know all. 

Min, Wai you never breathe a syllable ? 

Inis, Never. 

Min, Will you Strive to forget it the moment you 
have heard it ? 

Inis, I'll swear to myself forty times a-day to 
forget it. 

Min, You are sure you wiU not let me stir from 
this spot till you know the whole ? 

Jitii. Not as for as a thrush hops. 

Min, So ! now, then, in one word,— here it goes. 
Hiov^ every body supposes my lady an arrant 
soold, she's no more a- ILooking out 

B 
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Den Casar. [Wiihout.'] Out upon*t ! 

Min, Oh^ St. Jerome I — ^here ' is her &ther and 
his privy counsellor^ Gasper. I can never oommuni- 
cate a secret in quiet. Well ! oame to my chamber, 
for, now my hand*s in, you «haU hove the whole.— 
I would not k^p it ano&er day, to be ccmfidante to 
an in&nta. [hsBeiuU, 

Enter Don Cjbsar and <xA8pbr, 

Gasp, Take comfort, sir; take comfort. 

Casar, Take it ! — why, where the devil shall I 
find it> You may say, take physic, sir^ or take poi- 
son, sir they are to be had} 'but what signifies 
bidding me take comfort^ when I can neither buy it, 
beg it, nor steal it ? 

Gasp. But patience will bring it, sir. 

Casar. 'Tis false, sirrah.— ^Patience is a cheat, and 
the man that ranked her with the cardinal virtues was 
a fool. — I have had patience at-bed and board these 
three long years, but the comfort she promised has 
never called in with a civil how d*ye. 

Gasp, Ay, sir, but you know the poets say that 
the twin sister and companion of comfort is good- 
humour. — Now, if you would- but drop that agree- 
able acidity, which is so conspicuous — 

C(tsar. Then let my daughter drop her perverse 
hiunour ; 'tis a more certcdn bar to marriage than 
ugliness or folly ; and will send me to my grave at 
last, without male heirs. ^Crying,'] How many have 
laid siege to her ! But that humour of hers, like the 
works of Gibraltar, no Spaniard can fijid pregnable. 

Gasp. Ay, well — ^Troy held out but ten years 

Let her once tell over her beads, unmarried, at five- 
and-twenty, and, my life upon it, she ends the rosary, 
with a hearty prayer for a good husband. 

Casar, What, d'ye expect me to wait till the hor- 
rors of old maidenism frighten her into civility? No, 
no ;— ru shut her up in a convent^ marry myself. 
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and have heirs in spite of her. There^s my neigh- 
bour Don Vasquez*9 daughtler^ she is but nine- 
teen-i~ • 

Gasp, The very step I was going to reoonnneiid; 
sir. You ard but a young gentleman o£ sixty-three, 
I take it y and a husband of sisLty-three; who marnet 
a wife of nineteen^ will never want heini>. take my 
word for it. 

CdBsati What ! do you jdke> sirrahi? 

€>aBp. Ok, no^ sir — not if you: are serious. I tiiink 
k would be one of the pleasaiitest things in the world 
— ^Madam would throw a new li£e into the &nuly ; 
and when yaa, ace- above stairs in the gout, sir, the 
music of her concerts, and the spirit ci her conver-^ 
aationes> would* reach your sick bed, and be a Hiou- 
sand times move ccHmforting than flannels and 
panadar 

Casar, Conae, eome, I understand ye;— -But this 
daughter of mine-^I shall give her but two chances 
more.— -—Don Cravicia and Don Vincentio wOl both 
be h«% to-day, and if she fdays over the old game, 
1*11 marry to-morrow morning, if I hang mysdf the 
next. 

Gasp. Yott decide right, senior; at sixty-three 
the maifriage noose and the hempen noose should 
alwBy» go together. 

ds&r. Why, you dog you, do you suppose — 
There's Don Garcia — ^therehe is, coming through the 
portico. Run to my daughter, and bid her remem- 
ber what I have said to her. {^Exil Gasper.] She 
has had her lesson — ^but another memento mayn't 
be amiss — a young shit ! — pretty^ and witty, and 
rich— « match for a prince, and yet — but hist !— 
Not a word to my young man ; if I can but keep him 
in ignorance till he is married, he must make the 
best of hia bargain a£terward»j as other honest men 
have done before him* 
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Enter Garcia, 

Weloomej Don Garcia !— -why^ yoii aie rallier belore 
your tune. 

Gar. Gallantry forbid that I shoull not, wben a 
fiur lady is concerned. Shoold Donna Olivia wdl- 
come me as frankly as you do, I shall think I hsfe 
been tardy. 

C4E$ar. When you made yoor overtiures, siteior,! 
imderstood it was from inclination to be aUiea to my 
fiunily^ not frt>m a particular passion to my daugbt^. 
Have you ever seen her > 

Oar, But once — that transiently-— yet suffident to 
convince me that she is charming. 

C^sar, Why, yes, though I say it, there are few 
prettier women in Madrid ; and she has got enennes 
amongst her own sex accordingly. They pretend to 

say that ^I say, sir, they have reported that she is 

not blessed with that kind of docility and gentleness 

that a now, though she may not be so very placid, 

and insipid, as some young women, yet, upon the 
whole- 
Oar. Oh, fie, sir ! — not a word — ^A beauty cannot 
be ill-tempered 3 gratified vanity keeps her in good 
humour with hersdf, and every body about her. 

CiBsar. Yes, as you say — vanity is a prodigious 
sweetener 5 and Olivia, considering how much she 
has been hmnoured, is as gentle and pliant as^^ 

Enter Minsttb. 

Min, Oh, sir ! shield me from my mistress— She 
is in one of her old tempers — ^the whole house is in 
an uproar. — I cannot support it ! 

Casar, Hush ! 

Min. No, sir, I can*t hush — ^A saint could not bear 
it. I am tired of her tyranny, and must quit her 
/service. 
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Casar, Then quit- it in a momeirt-*-go to my 
steward, and leceive your wages — go — begone ! 
"[Hs a cousin of my daughter*s she is speaking of. 

Min. A cousin^ sir ! — ^No^ 'tis Donna Olivia^ your 
daughter — ^my mistress. Oh, sir ! you seem to be a 
sweet tender-hearted^ young gentleman — 'twould 
move you to pity if [To Garcia. 

CciO}*. I'll move you, hussy^ to some purpose, if 
you don't move o£P. 

Gar. I am really confounded — can the charmiiig 
Olivia — 

Casar, Spite, sir — ^mere malice ! My daughter has 
irefused her some cast gown, or some — 

Olivia, [Without.'] Where is she? — ^Where is 
Minette? 

Gesar, Oh> *tis all over ! — the tempest is coming. 

Enter Olivia. 

Olw. Oh, you vile creature ! — ^to speak to me !— 
to answer me ! — am I made to be answered } 

Casar. Daughter ! daughter ! 

Olio. Because I threw my work-bag at her, she 
had the insolence to complain ; and, on my repeat- 
ing it, said she would not bear it. — Servants choose 
vfh&t tiiey shall bear ! 

Min. When you ar6 married, ma*am, I hope your 
husband wiU bear your humour less patiently than I 
have done. 

Olio. My husband!— dost think my husband shall 
contradict my will } Oh, I long to set a pattern to 
those milky wives, whose mean compUances degrade 
the sex« 

Gar, Opportune! [Jside. 

Olio. The only husband on record who knew how 
to treat a wife was Socrates -, and though his lady 
was a Grecian, I have some reason to believe her 

B^ 
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defendants matched into our fiunily $ and ^nerer 
shall my tame submission disgrace my ancestra. 

Oar, Heavens ! why have you never curbea* this 
intemperate spirit, Don Csesar } 

OU9. ISiartmg.'] Curbed, sir ! talk thus to four 
groom— curbs and bridles for a woman's tongot 1 

Oar, Not for yours, lady, truly ! 'tis too late. Bat 
had the torrent, now so overbearing, been takok at 
its spring, it might have been stemmed^ and turned 
in gentle streamlets at the master's pleasure. 

OUv, A mistake^ friend ! — my spirit, at its spring, 
was too powerful for any master. 

Gar. Indeed ! — ^perhaps you may meet a FdItu- 
chio, gentle Catherine, yet.. .^ 

0/to. But no gentle Catherine will he find me, be- 
lieve it.— ^—Catherine ! Why/ she had not the/egmit 
of a roasted chesnut — a few big words, an enapty 
oath, and a scanty dinner, made her as submissive as 
a spaniel. My fire will not be so soon extinguished 
^t shall resist big words^ oaths and starving. 

Min. I believe so^ indeed ; help the poor gentle- 
man, I say, to whose fate you fall ! 

Gar, Don Caesar, adieu! My commiseration for 
your fiite subdues the resentment I should otherwise 
feel at your endeavouring to deceive me into ^such a 
marriage. 

OUv, Marriage ! oh, mercy ! — Is this Don Gareia > 

, IJpari to CiESAR. 

Casar, Yes, termagant ! 

Oliv. O, what a misfortune ! Why did you not tell 
me it was the gentleman you designed to marry me 
to ?— Oh, sir ! all that is past was in sport ^ a con- 
trivance between my maid and me : I have no spirit 
at all — I am as patient as poverty. 

Gar, This mask fits too ill on your features fair 
lady : I have seen you without disguise, and rejoice 
in your ignorance of my name^ since^ but for that. 



VCXNS II.] ▲ BOLD 8TB0KS FOB A HUSBAND 19 

my peaceful home might have beocmie ilte seat of 
perpetual discord. 

Mm. Ay, en, you would never have known what 
a quiet hou r 

: 0/to. ISirikes kerj] Impertinence! — Indeed^sir^I 
can be as gentle and forbearing as a pet lamb. 

Qar. I cannot doubt it, madam 5 ' the proofii of 
your j^addity are veiy striking — But, adieu; though 
1 shdl pray for your conversion, irather than have 
the hcmour of itr— rd turn Dominican, and condemn 
myself to perpetual celibacy. lExii. 

Casar, Now, hussy ! — now, hussy ! — ^what doyou 

OIwb Dear me ! how can you be so unreasonaUe \ 
did ever daughter do more to ob%e a; father > I ab- 
solutely begged the man to have me. 

:Caf$ar, Yes,, vixen! after you had made him de- 
test ye; what, I suppose, he had not hit your fency, 
madam; though there is hot, in all Spain, a man of 
prettier conversation. 

Olk>. Yes, he has a very prett3' Icind of conversa- 
tion 5 'tis like a parenthesis 
• ' Coftar. lake a parenthesis ! 
' OUvi. Yes; it mightbc all left out and never missed. 
However, I thought him af modest kind of a well- 
meaning young man, and that he would'niake a pretty 
sort of a husband—for, notwithstanding his bluster- 
ing, had I been his wife, in three months he should 
have been as humble and complaisant a o ■ 

Ciesar, Ay, there it is — ^there it is ! — that spirit of 
yours, hussy, you can neither conquer nor conceal : 
but 1*11 find a way to tame it, 1*11 warrant me. [£ri/. 
[Olivia and Minette foUow him tr^ their eyes, 
and then hurst into a laugh. 
■ Min, Well, '. madam, I give you joy ! had other 
ladies as much success in getting lovers, as you have 
in getting rid of yours^ what conttoted foces we 
should see ! 
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Olw, But to what purpose do I gel rid of them;, 
whilst they rise in succession like monthlj pinks > 
Was there ever any thing so provoking ?-^Aifcer some 
quiet, and believing the men had ceased to trouble 
uiemselves about me, no less than two proposals have 
been made to my inexorable &ther this very da^— • 
What will become of me > *; 

Min. What should become of you ^ You*li dioose 

one from the pair, I hope. Bdieve me, madam, the 

jly way to get rid of the impertinence of lovers, 

.s to take one, and make him a scarecrow to the 

rest* 

Oiw. Oh, but I cannot l^nvenlion assist me this 
one day ! 

Min, Upon my word, madam, invention owes yon 
nothing; and I am afraid you can draw on that bank 
no longer. — ^You must trUst to your established 
character of vixen. 

Oliv. But that won*t frighten them all, you know, 
though it did its business with sober Don Garcia. 
The brave General Antonio would have made a pro- 
perty of me, in spite of every thing, had I not luckily 
discovered his antipathy to cats, and so scared the 
hero, by pretending an immoderate passion for young 
kittens. 

Min, Yes, but you was still harder pushed by the 
Castilian Count, and his engraved genealogy from 
Noah. 

Oliv. Oh, he would have kept his post as immov- 
ably as the griffins at his gate, had I not very seri- 
ously imparted to him, that my mother's great uncle 
sold oranges in Arragon. 

Min, And pray, madam, if I may be so bold, who 
is the next gentleman ? 

Oliv, Oh, Don Vincentio, who distracts every 
body with his skill in music. He ought to be mar- 
ried to a Viol de Gamba. I bless my stars I hare 
never yet had a miser in my list — on such a character 



8CBNS n.] A BOLD STROKE FOB A HUSBAND. 21 

1^ art would be lost, andtiotluiigbat an earlihqiiake, 
to swallow up my estate, could save me. 

Min, Well, if some one did but know, how happy 
would some one be, that for his sake 

0/to. Now, don*t be impertinent, Minette. You 
baye several times attempted to slide yourself into a 
secret, which I am resolved to keep to myself, C!on- 
tinue fidthftd, and suppress your curiosity. [£anl. 

Min. Suppress my curiosity, madam !— why, I am 
a chambermaid, and a sorry one too, it should seem, 
to have been in your confidence two years, and never 
have got the master-secret yet. I never was six weeks 
in a fiunily before but I knew every secret they had 
in it for three generations ; ay, and 1*11 know this 
too, or 1*11 blow up all her plans, and declare to the 
world, that she is no more a vixen than other fine 
ladies— -they have most of them a touch on't, {ExiK 



iCT THE SECOND, 

SCENE I. 

An Apartment at Donna Lauba's. 
Enter "Laura, JbUowed by Cablos. 

Car, Nay, madam, you may as well stop here, for 
m follow you through every apartment, but I will be 
heard. ISeixing her hand, 

Laura. This insolence is not to be endui^d ; within 
my own walls, to be thus— 

Car. The time has been^ when within your walb 
I might be master. 
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Iionra. Ypb, you were then niHsler of my heart ; 
tlial gave you a right which 

Car. You hnvo now transferred to another. 

\_Flinging aumy her liand. 

Laura. Wdl, sir ! 

Oil-. "Well, sir!" — Unblushing .ichnowledgmont!: 
Fftlse, fickle woman ! 

Laura. Because I have luckily got the start of 
yon ; in a few weeka I should huvc been the accueer, 
and you the felae and fickle. 

Car. Anil, ta secure yourself from th;it disgrace, 
you prudently looked out in time for another lover. 

Laura. 1 can pardon your sneer, because you are 
niurliHed. 

Car. Mortitied ! 

Laura. Yes, mortified to tite soul, Carlos ! 

dr. [Stomping.] Madam! maduu ! 

Laura. This rage would liave lieen all cool inso- 
lence, had t wdted for your change — Scarcely would 
you have deifrned to form a phrase of pity for me ; 
perhaps have bid uie forget a man no longer worthy 
my attachment, and recommended ipe to hartshorn 
and my woman. 

Car. Has any hour, since I have first known you, 
^ven you cause for such tmjust 

Laura, Yes, every hour — Xow, Carlos, I bring thee 
to the test ! — You saw, you liked, you loved me ; was 
there no fiiAd tmeting wotQui whom ]«U' deserted to 
indulge the transient passion ? Yes, one blessed with 
beauty, gendeness, abdyoiith; onn, wl»* more than 
her own being loved thee, who made thee rich, and 
frhon thou Bwdest Ay wife. 

Cat. My wtftr f— hwe's a. turn! So ta mvta^ihs 
quVPda of my wife^— 

Laura. No, do not mistake me-^vrtuit I have tl»ne 
was merely to indulge myseU, without mors regui 
to your fecUngs, titan you h^ to hers. 
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Car. And you dare avow to my face> that you have 
a passion for another ? 

Laura, I do^ and — for I am above disguise^ I con- 
fess^ so tender is my love for florio^ it has scarcely 
left a trace of that I once- avowed for Carlos. 

Car, Well^ madam^ if I hear this without some sud- 
den vengeance on the tongue which speaks it^ thank 
the annihilation of that passion^ whose remembrance 
is^ dead in my bosom as in yours. Let us^ however^ 
part friends^ and with a mutual acquitted of every 
obMgcition-*HBO give up the -settiefnent of that estate^ 
-which left me almost a beggar. 
. •J[:igK«'<»..Giye,itup!^r^ha.! haI^-r^l9^r.Cfirlos^you 
coi»$igBed.me0idt estate: as. A proof cifvlove -, do not 
im9g:iAe, .then, L'U.give,up the oply part of. our con- 
nexion of whi<di. I am,oqt:ashamed. 

tCaf. .Base woipaji ! you know 'twas not; a^yoluntyuy 
g^ftr-iofiter haying in .y^ practise, qu my .fondness^ 
4¥bilst in a. state of Jntoxicatioi^^ .you prevailed on. me 
to.»gn the, deed^ which you.b^ artfully pvep^ired 

fonthe jwirpose— rtherefore, you must. rQ9t«i:e4t. 
Laura. Never, never. 

(Qir* Rjuiniis m the wordl'-^Call it^biM^y mA^am^ 
jpr J'jilibe revenged on thee in tjby.hea^^.deisirest 
<gjbj€ict— thy, minion JBTprioW«*-^:JBlwjii^Qt;riotpn 
jpay. fortune. 

Laura. Ha! ha! ha! E*lorio is^safe?— yoj^r laiids 

'^e so]d> 4i»d in euoch^ <;Q]LLntKy we sh^ll enjoy the 

^ess^ig of thy .frnid passion, .wMUt that passion is 

indulg^, itself in hatred and oi^eccatipAS. {Es^U. 

Car. My vengeance shall first .{eJI piiiu^r. [JPoUo^- 

kigl\ No^ he shall be the first victim^ or /ty^ulbe in- 

complete.-^Keduced to poverty, I c^OAOt.Uve :-^^ — 

Oh, foUy ! where «re now all the gilded prospects of 

«isiy.yputh> .Had I- — n-but 'tisitoo bte to Ipok b»ck, 

^^pemorse attends the past^ and ruin— ^ruin.wJiMisme 

int.ihej^ture ! 
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Don Cjesab's. 






ViCTOBU en^erv> perunng a letter $ enter Olitu. 

OUv. {^Speaks as entering.'} If my fiither should ib- 
quire for me^ tell him I am in Donna Victoria's apart- 
ment. -Smiling, I protest ! my dear gloomy oousid, 
where have you purchased that sun-sniny look ? 

Fict, It is but April sun-shine^ I fear ; but who 
could resist such a temptation to sniile ? a letter from 
Donna Laura^ my husband's mistress^ styling me her 
dearest Florio ! her life ! her soul ! and complaining 
of a twelve hours absence^ as the bitterest misfor- 
tune. 

Oliv. Ha ! ha ! ha ! most doughty Don ! pray^ let 
us see you in your feather and doublet j as a Cava- 
liero, it seems^ you are formidable. So suddenly to 
rob your husband of his charmer's heart ! you must 
have used some witchery. 

Fkt, Yes, powerful witchery — the knowledge of 
my sex. Oh ! did the men but know us, as well as 
we do ourselves 5 — ^but, thank fete, they do not — 
'twould be dangerous. 

Oliv. What, I suppose, you praised her understand- 
ing, was captivated by her wit, and absolutely struck 
dumb by the amazing beauties of — ^her mind. 

Vict, Oh, no — that's the mode prescribed by the 
essa3rists on the female heart — ha ! ha ! ha! — Not a 
woman breathing, from fifteen to fifty, but would 
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rather have a compHment to the tip of her ear^ or 

the turn of her ande; than a volume in praise of her 

intellects. 

*' Oliv, So^ flattery^ then, is your boasted pill ? 

Vict, "So, that*s only the occasional gilding 5 but 
'tis in vain to attempt a description of what changed 
its nature with every moment. I was now attentive 
— ^now gay — ^then tender, then careless. I strove 
rather to convince her that I was charming, than 
tiiat I myself was charmed} and when I saw love*s 
arrow quivering in her heart, instead of fledling at 
her feet, sung a triumphant air, and remembered a 
sudden engagement. 

OUv, [Archly."] Would you have done so, had you 
been a man ? 

Vict, Assuredly'^-lcnowing what I now do as a 
woman. 

OUv, But can all this be worth while, merely to 
rival a fickle husband with one woman, whilst he is 
setting his feather, perhaps, at half a score others ? 

Vict, To rival him was not my first motive. The 
Portuguese robbed me of his heart -, I concluded she 
had fesdnations which nature had denied to me -, it 
was impossible to visit her as a woman; I, therefor^, 
assumes) the cavalier to study her, that I might, if 
possible, be to my Carlos, all he found in her. 

Oliv, Pretty humble creature ! • 

Vict. In this adventure I learnt more than I ex- 
pected; — my (oh, cruel!) my husband has given 
this woman an estate, almost ail that his dissipations 
had left us. 

Oliv, Indeed! 

Vict, To make him more culpable, it was my estate ; 
it was that fortune which my lavi^ love had made 
his, without securing it to my children. 

Oliv, How could you be so improvident f 

Fid. Alas! I trusted him with my. Hearty with 

o 
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my bn^pfUnoaSs without restriction. Should I have 
shown a .greater .solicitude for any thing. thsui for 
these? 

Oliv, The. event proves that you should; but how 
can you be thus passive in your sorrow } since I had 
assumed the poan, I'd poiake.him {bel a man's resent^ 
ment for such mjuries. 

Vict. Oh, Olivia ! what resentnient can I show to 
hhn I have vowed to honour^ and whom both iqy 
duty and my heart compel me yet to love ) 

Oliv, Why, really now, I think — positively, there's 
no thinking about it; 'tijs among :fhe arcana of the 
married life, I suppose. 

Vkt, You, who know me, can judge how I suf- 
fered in prosecuting my plan, t have thrown pff the 
delicacy of sex; I have worn the jnask of love to the 
destroyer of my peace — but the object is too great 
to be abandoned — nothing less t)ian.to.saye my. hus- 
band from ruin, and to restore him, again a lov^r„to 
my faithful .bosom. 

Oliv. Well, I con&ss, Victoria, I hardly know 
whether most to blame or praise you ; but, with the 
rest of the world, I suppose, your success will deter- 
mine me. 

Enter Gasper. 

Gasp. Pray, madam, are your wedding shoes 
ready? [To Olivia. 

Oliv. Insolence ! 1 can scarcely ever keep up 

the vixen to this fellow. [Apart to Victoria. 

Gasp. You'll want them, ma'am, to-morrow morn- 
ing, that's all — so I came to prepare ye. 

Oliv. I want wedding-shoes to-morrow ! If you are 
kept on water gruel till I marry, that plump face of 
yours will be chap-fallen, I believe. 

Gasp. Yes, tridy, I believe so too. .Lackra-day, 
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own wedding } no such glad tidings for you^ iady^ 
believe nie. — You married! I am sure the man wW 
ties hiuiself to you^ ought to be half a salamander^ 
and able to live on fire. 

OUv, What marriage^ then^ is it you do me the 
honour to kiform me of } 

Ckap. Why, your father's marriage. You'll have 
a mother-in-law to-morrow, and having, like a duti- 
ful daughter, dslnced Qt the wedding, be immured in 
a convent for life. 

Oitv. Immured in a convent! then 111 raise sedi- 
laon in the sisterhood, depose the abbess, and turn. 
tide confessor 8 chair td a go-cart. 

Gasp, So, the threat of the mother-in-law, which 
I thought would be worse than that of the abbess, 
does not frighten ye } 

OUv. No, because my father dares not give me one. 
—Marry, without my consent ! no, no, he*ll never 
think of it, depend on*t; however, lest the fit should 
grow strong upon him, rU go and administer my 
volatiles to keep it under. [£xt^ 

: Gasp. Administer them cautiously then -, too strong 
a dose of your volatiles would make the fit stubborn. 
Who'd think that pretty arch look belonged to a ter- 
magant } what a pity I 'twould be worth a thousand 
ducats to cure her. 

Vict, Has Inis told you I wanted to converse with 
you in private. Gasper } 

Gasp, Oh, yes, madam, and I took particular no- 
tice, that it was to be in private Sure, says I, 

Mrs. Inis, Madam Victoria has not taken a fimcy to 
me, and is going to break her mind. 

hct. Whimsical ! ha ! ha ! suppose I should. 
Gasper ? 

Gasp. Why, then, madam, I should say, fortune 
had used you devilish scurvily, to give you a grey- 
beard in a livery. I know well enough, that some 
young ladies have given themselves to grey-bijarda 
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in a gilded ooadi, and others have run away with a 
handsome youth in Wprsted lace ; they each had their 
i^x^ogy ', hut if you run away wi^ me^^-^wrdcm me> 
madam, I could not stand the ridicule. 

Viet, Oh, very well, but if ypu refuse to iim away 
with me, will you do me ano^r fiftvour ? 

Gasp. Any thing you'll order, madam, . esuept 
dancing a fJEuidai^O'. 

Vkt, You have seen my rieh old unde in the 
country ? 

Gasp, What, Don Sancho, who, with twoothirds 
of a century in his face, a£fect6 the misdemeanors of 
youth ; hides his baldness with amber locks, and com- 
plains of the tooth-ach, to make you b^eve that 
the two rows of ivory he carries in his head grew 
there. 

Vict. Oh, you know him, I find; could you as- 
sume his character for an hour, and make love for 
him? you know, it must be in the style c^King 
Roderigo the First. 

Gasp, Hang it ! I am rather too near his own age; 
to appear an old man with effect, one should not be 
above twenty ; 'tis always so on the stage. 

Vict, Pho ! you might pass fbr Juan's grandson. 

Gasp. Nay, iJP your ladyship condescends to flatter 
me, you have me. 

Vict. Then follow me 5 for Don Caesar, I hear, is 
approaching — in the garden I'll make you acquainted 
with my plan, and impress on your mind every trait 
of my uncle's character. If you can hit him off, 
the arts of Laura shall be fbiled, and Carios be £^aLn 
Victoria's. lExeunt, 

Enter Don Cms ah, followed by Olivia. 

Ccesar, No, no, 'tis too late — no coaxings 5 I am 
resolved, I say. 

Oliv. But it is not too late, and you sha'n't be re- 
solved, I say. Indeed, now, I'll be upon my guard 
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i4rith the next Doii — ^what's his naflie? not a trace of 
the XA^ipt^e leflt-^Ill study to be charming. 

Casar, Nay, you need not study it, you are always 
charming enough, if you would but hold your tongue 
Oliv, Do you think so } then to the next lover I 
won't open my lips 5 I'll answer every thing hie says 
with A smile, and if he asks me to have hitn, diltip a 
cJibfUrtesy of thankfbhiess. ;; 

i^itsar. Pshatv ! ihafs too mudl fofher tWit * yoii 
ofe always either above the mai^ 6t below it ^ you 
imisttaik, but talk vdth good huntoul'. Can*t youlook 
gently and pteftily, now, as I do ? and say, yes, sit, 
atld tto, sii* J and *tis very fine wiiftther, sir j ftiid, pttiy> 
sir. Were you at the ball last night i add, I caUg^t ft 
sad cold the other evening -, and, bless me ! I hear 
Ltidi^da has run away with her fodtman, tod Hbn 
Philip has niarried his housemaid.-'-^That's the 
Vtray agreeable ladies talk, you never hear anything 
dde. 

dliij. Very true ; and ycni shall See tne as agree-^ 
able as the best of them, if you Won't give me a 
mother-in-law to snub me, and set me tasks, and to 
take up all the fine apartments, and send up poor 
little Livy to lodge next the stars. 

Gesar, Ha ! if thou wert but always thus soft and 
good-humoured, no mother-in-law in Spain, though 
she brought the Castiles for her portion, should have 
power to snub thee. But> lAny, the trial's at hand, 
for at this moment do I expect Don Vincentio to visit 
you. He is but just returned firom England and, 
probably, has yet heard only of your beauty and for- 
tune ; I hope it is not from you he will learn the 
other part 6£ your character. 

Oliv. lliis moment expect him ! two new lovers 
in a day I 

C(Btar, Beetling already, as I hope to live ! ay, 
I see His in vain ; ru send him an excuse^ and marry 
Marcclla before night. 

c9 
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Olw. Oh, SO I upon my obedience, I promiaetobe 
just the soft, civil creature, you have described. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv, Don Vincentio is below, sir. 

Casar, VIX wait upon him w ell, go and collect 
all your smiles and your simpers, and remember all 
I have said to you ;---be gentle, and talk pretty little 
small talk, d*ye hear > and if you please him^ you shall 
have the portion of a Dutch buigomaster's daughter, 
and the pin*money of a princess, you jade you.—! 
think at last, I have done it -, the fear of this mother- 
in-law will keep down the fiend in her^ if any thing 
can. [ExU. 

Olio, Hah ! my poor fether, your anxieties will 
never end till you bring J)on Julio. But what shall 
I do with this Vincentio ? — t fear he is so perfectly 
harmcmized, that to put him in an ill temper will 
be impracticable. — 1 must try, however ; if *tis pos- 
sible to find a discord in him. 111 touch the string. 



SCENE III. 



Anoilicr Apartment, 



Enter Vincentio ancf C^bsar. 

Vin, Presto, presto, signor ! where is the Olivia ? 
— ^not a moment to spare. I left ofif in all the fiiry of 
composition j minums and crotchets have been bat- 
tling it through my head the whole day, and trying 
a semibreve in G sharp has made me ai^ fiat as 
double P\ 
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■ C^uar, Sharp and flat !**tryiiig a semibreve !-r-oh 
*— god, sit ! I had like not to have understood you ! 
but m semibreve is something of a demi-culyerin^ I 
take it ; and vou .have been practising the art 
military. 

Vin, Art military :— what, sir ! are you unac- 
quainted with music ? 

Carmt. Music ! oh ! I ask pardon 5 then you are 
fond of music 'ware of discords ! [Aside, 

Fm.' Fond of it ! devoted to it. — ^I composed a 
thing to-day^ in all the gusto of Sacdiini and the 
sweetness of Gluck. But this recreant finger &ils 
me .in composing a passage in E, octave : if it does 
not gain more elastic vigour in a week, I shall be 
tempted to have it amputated, and supply, the shake 
with a spring. 

Qesar, Mercy ! amputate a finger to supply 'a 
shake! 

Vin. Oh, that's a trifle in the road tp reputation — 
to be talked of is the summum bonum of this life-r— 
A young man of rank should not glide through the 
world, without a distinguished rage, or, as they call 
it in England—a hobby-horse. 

Oesar. A hobby-horse ! 

Vin, Yes 5 that is, every man of figure determines 
on setting out in life, in tiiat land of liberty, in what 
line to ruin himself 5 and that choice is called his 
hobby-horse. One makes the turf his scene of action 
— another drives about tall phaetons, to peep into 
their neighbour's garret windows ^ and a third rides 
his hobby-horse in parliament, where it jerks him, 
sometimes on one side, and sometimes on the other; 
sometimes in, and sometimes out -, till at length he Js 
jerked out of his honesty, and his coi^tituents out of 
their freedom. 

CiBgar, Ay ! — ^Well, 'tia a wonder, that with such 
sort of hobby-horses as these, they should still oui- 
rideall the world, to the goal of glory. 
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Vm. iiuA is all cantablle; nothing to do tdth the 
subject of ttie piece^ which is Donna Olivia 5*-l>ray 
give me the key-hote to her heart. 

CiBsar, Upon my Word^ s^or^ to speak in joot 
own phrase^ I believe that note has never yet beefl 
soimded. — Ah ! here ^e cbihes! look at her.— I^'t 
she a fine girl ? 

Vin. Touching ! Musical 1*11 be sworn ! her very 
air is harmonious ! 

Q^sar, lAside.'] I wish thou thay*st find her 
tongue so. 

Enter Olivia^ courtesies profoundly to each. 

Daughter^ receive Don Vincentio — his rank^ fortune, 
and merits entitle him to the heiress of a grtmdee ; 
but he is contented to become my son-in-law^ if you 
can please him. [Olivia courtesies agatH, 

Vin, Please me! she entrances me ! Her presence 
thrills me like a cadenza of Pachierotti*s, and every 
nerve vibrates to the music of her looks. 

Her step andante gently moves. 
Pianos glance from either eye; 

0/t> how larghetto is the heart 
That charms so forte can defy ! 

Donna Olivia, will you be contented to receive me 
as a iover 7 

Oliv. Yes, sir — ^No, sir. 

Fin. Yes, sir ! no, sir ! bewitching timidity ! 

Ccesar. Yes, sir, she's remarkably timid. — She's 
in the right cue, I see. [Asiie, 

Vin. 'Tis clear you have never travelled — I shall 
be delighted to show you England. — You will th«« 
see how entirely timidity is banished the sex. You 
must affect a marked character, and maintain it at 
all hazards. 
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Oliv. 'Tis a very fine day, sir. 

Vin, Madam ! 

Oliv. I caught a sad cold the other evening. — 
Pray* was you at the ball last night ? 

Vm, What bafl, fedr lady ? 

Olw. Bless me ! they say Lucinda has run away 
wi(fa her footman^ and Don Philip has married his 
housemaid.-— Now am I not very agreeable } . 

[Apart to Don Cjisar. 

Casar. Oh ! such perverse obedience ! 

Vin. EeaUy^ madam^ I have not the honour to 
know Don Philip and Lucinda — ^nor am I happy 
enough entirely to comprehend you. 

Oliv. No ! I only meant to be agreeiable— -but, per- 
haps, you have no taste for pretty little small taUe ? 

Vin. Pretty little small talk ! 

Olio. A marked character you admire; so do t — I 
dote on it. — I v^ould not resemble the rest of the 
world in any thing. 

Vin. My taste to the fiftieth part of a crochet ! — 
We shall agree admirably when we are married. 

Oliv. And that wiU be unlike the rest of the world, 
and therefore, charming ! 

CcBsar. [Aside^ It will do ! I have hit her humour 
At last. AVhy didn't this young dog oflfer himself 
before ? 

Oliv. I believe, I have the honour to carry my 
taste that way farther than you, Don Vincentio.— ^ 
Pray, now, what is your usual style in living } 

Vin, My winters I spend in Madrid, as other 
people do. My summers I drawl through at my 
castle 

Oliv. As other people do I — and yet you pretend 
to taste and singularity* ha ! ha ! hg, ! Good Don 
Vincentio, never talk of a marked character again. 
Go into the comitry in July , to smell roses and wood- 
bines, when every body regales on their fragrance ! 
Now, I would rusticate only in winter, and my bleak 
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castle should be decorated with verdure and flowers^ 
amidst the soft zephyrs of December. 

Qssar. IjindeJ] Oh^ shig*ll go too fiur ! 

Oliv, On the leafless trees I^ would hang grto 
branphes — ^(belabour of silk-worms^ and^ therdbire, 
natural 3 whilst my rose-shrubs and i^yrtiies shouldV 
scented by the first perfumbrs in Italy. Unnatural^ 
indeed^ but^ therefore^ singulkr and striking. 

Vin. Oh^ diarming ! you beat me^ where I thought 
myself the strongest. ^ Would tA'ey but establish 
newspapers here^ to paragraph our singularities^ we 
should be the most envied Coii^Te £n Spain ! 

Casau [Aside!] By St. Anthony^ &e is as mad ad 
she is ! . , . 

Vin. What say you, I>oh Caesar ? Oifivia^ and her 
winter garden, and I aiid my music. , 

Oliv. Music, did you say ? Milisic ! 1 ani pa^ssioa- 
ately fond of that ! 

Ci^sar, She has saved, my life ! I thought she was 
going to knock down his hobby-horse. [Aside. 

Vin. You enchant me ! I have the finest band in 
Madrid — My first violin draws a longer bow than 
Giardini ; my clarionets, my viol de gamba— Oh, 
you shall have such concerts ! 

Oliv. Concerts ! Pardon me there — My passion is 
a single instrument. 

Vin. That's carrying singularity very far indeed! I 
love a crash 5 so does every body of taste. 

Oliv. But my taste isn't like every body's ; my 
nerves are so particularly fine, that more than one 
instrument overpowers them. 

Vin. Pray tell me the name of that one : I am sure 
it must be the most elegant and captivating in the 
world. — I am impatient to know it. — ^We'll have no 
other instrument in Spain, and I wiU study to be- 
come its master, that I may woo you with its music. 
Charming Olivia ! tell me, is it a harpsichord } a 
p'ffino {one ? a pentachord ? a harp } 
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Oliv. You have it, you have it j a harp — yes, a 
Jev^s harp is to me the only instrument^ Are you 
not charmed with the delightful h — u — m of its base, 
running on the ear like the distant rumble of a state 
<;bach ? It presents the idea of vastness and import- 
ance to the mind. The moment you are its master 
" .-^11 give you my hand. 

Vin, Da capo, madam, da capo ! a Jew*s harp ! 
Olw, Bless me, sir, don't I tell you so } Violins chi' 
n^e 5 clarionets, by sympathy, hurt my lungs ; and, in- 
stead of maintaining a band under my roof, I would 
' not keep a servant who knew a bassoon from the 
flute, or could tell whether he heard a jigg, or a 
canzonetta. 

Casar, Oh, thoti perverse one ! you know you love 
concerts — ^you know you do. \_In great agitation, 
Otiv. 1 detest them ! It's vul^ir custom that at* 
taches people to the sound of fifty different instru- 
inents at once -, 'twould be as well to talk on the samg 
' subject in fifty different tongues. A band ! *tis a 
mere olio of sound ! Td rather listen to a three 
stringed guitar, serenading a sempstress m some 
neighbouring garret. 

Casar, Oh» you ^Don Vincentio^this is nothing 

but perversei^ess, wicked perverseness. Hussy ! — 
didn't you shake when you mentioned a garret 
, didn't bread and water and .a step-mother come intc 
your head at the same time ? 

Vin, Piano, piano, good sir! Spare .yourself all 
farther trouble. Should. the Princess of Guzarat, 
and all her diamond mines, off^r themselves, I would 
riot accept them in lieu of my band^ — a band that 
!has half ruined me to collect. I would haye.aUowed 
Donna Olivia a blooming garden in winter ; .1 would 
.even have procured barrenness and snow for her in 
the dog-days j but to have my band insulted ! to 
have my knowledge in music slighted! — to b«^ 
roused from all the energies of composition, by the 
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drone of a Jew*8 harp !— I cannot jbreathe under the 
idea. 

Casar. Then— then you refuse her, sir ? 

Vin, I cannot use so harsh a word — I take my 

leave of the lady — ^Ad!eu^ madam — I leave you to 

enjoy your solos^ whilst I fly to the raptures of a 

crash. [ExU. 

[CissAR goes up to her, and looks her m the Face; 

then goes off without speaking. 

Oliv, Mercy! that silent anger is terrifying! I 
read a young mother-in-law^ and an old lady abbess^ 
in every line of his face. 

Enter Victoria. 

Well, you heard the whole, I suppose >-— heard poor 
' unhappy me scorned and rejected. 

flct, I heard you in imminent danger ; and ex- 
pected Signor Da Capo would have snapped you up, 
in spite of caprice and extravagance. 

Olw. Oh, they charmed, instead of scaring him. 
I scon found that my only chance Was to fall across 
his caprice. Where is the philosopher who could 
withstand that ? 

y'lct. But what, my good cousin, does all this 
tend to } 

Oliv. I dare say you can guess. Penelope had 
never cheated her lovers with a never-ending web, 
had she not had an Ulysses. 

Vict. An Ulysses ! what^ are you then married ? 

Oliv. O, no, not yet ! but, believe me, my design is 
not to lead apes j nor is my heart an icicle. If you 
choose to know more, put on your veil, and slip with 
me through the garden to the Prado. 

Vict. I can't, indeed. I am this moment going to 
dress en homme, to visit the impatient Portuguese. 

Oliv. Send an excuse; for, positively, you go 
with me. Heaven and earth ! I am going to meet a 
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mftn ! whom I have been fool enough to dream and 
thiiik of these two years> and I don*t know that ever 
he thoiight of me m his life 

Fid, Two years discovering that ? 

Oliv. He has been abroad. The only time t evei' 
saw him was at the Duchess of Medina's — there 
were a thousand people 3 and he was so €lsgAat, so 
careless^ so handsome ! — In a word^ though he set 
off for France the next mornings by some witch- 
craft or other^ he has been before my eyes evei' 
since. 

Vict Was the impression mutual ? 

Oliv. He hardly noticed me. I was then a bashful 
thing, just out of a convent^ and shrunk from ob-^ 
servation. 

Vict, Why, I thought you were going to meet 
him? 

Oliv, To be sure; I sent him a command this 
morning, to be at the Prado. I am determined to 
find out if his heart is engaged, and if it is 

Vict. You'll cross yoUr arnis, ahd crbwct ybut brow 
with willows ? 

Oliv, No, positively j not whilst we have myrtles. 
I would prefer Julio, 'tis true, to all his sex ; but if 
he is stupid enough to be insensible to me, I sha*n*t, 
for that reason, pine like a girl, on chalk and oat- 
meal. — ^No, no 5 in that case I shall form a new plan^ 
and treat my fdture lovers with more civility. 

Vict, You are the only woman in love, I ever heard 
talk reasonably. 

. Oliv, Well, prepare for the Pradoj and t'll give you 
a lesson against your days of widowhood. Don't you 
wish this the moment; Victoria? A pretty widow at 
four-and-twenty has more subjects, and a wider em- 
pire, than the first monarch upon earth. I long to 
see you in your weeds. 

Vict. Never may you see them! Oh, Oiiriaf niy 
happiness, my life, depend on my husbcoid. I'hefond 



Im^ of still being united to him gives me qpiritf m 
•|iiy affliction^ and enables me to SBpport even the 
period of his neglect with paitieace. [ExewH. 



ACT THE THIRD. 



8CBNB I. 



A long Street. 



Julio enters from a Garden Gate, with precipitation; 
a Servant within fastens the Gate, 

Julio. Yes, yes, bar the gate fast, Cerberus, lest 
some other curious traveller should stumble on your 
confines. — If ever I am so caught again — 

Gaucia enters, going hastily across, Julio seizes 

him, 

Don Garcia, never make love to a woman in a veiL 
Gar, Why so, pr*ythee? Veils and secrecy. are the 
chief ingredients in a Spanish amour ^ but in two 
years, Julio, thou art grown absolutdy French. 

Julio, That may be; but if ever I trust to- a veil 
again, may no lovely, blooming beauty ever trust me. 
Why, dost know, I have been an hour at the feet o^ 
a creature whose fiFst birth-day must have been 
kept the latter ^pid of the last century^ and whose 
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iremblhig weak roioe^ I rxdeUxk tor the dmid 
cadence of bashful fifteen ! 

• Gor.Ha! ha! ha! What a happiness to have seea 
thee in thy raptures^ petitioaiDg for a half glanee 
only of the charms the envioos vefl concealed! 

• Julio. Yes; and when she unveiled: her Gothic 
coimtenance^ to render the thing oompletdyridica* 
lous^ she b^aii moralizing ; and positively, would 
not let me out of the snare^ till I had persuaded her 
she had worked a conversion/ and that I'd never 
make love — but in an honest way again. 

Gar. Oh, that honest way of love-making is de- 
lightful to be sure ! I had a dose of it this mornings 
but^ happily, the ladies have not yet learned to veil 
their tempers^ though they have their fieices. 

Enter Don Vincbntio. 

Vin. Julio! Crarda ! congratulate me !— Such an 
escape! 

JtUio. What have you escaped ? 

Fin. Matrimony. 

Gar. Nay, then our congratulations may be mu- 
tuaL I have had a matrimonial escape too, this very 
day. I was almost on the brink of the ceremony 
with the veriest Xantippe ! 

Vin. Oh, that was not my case— miiie was a sweet 
creature^ all elegance, all life. 

fyUo. Then where*s the cause of congratulation ? 

Fin. Cause! — why she's ignorant of music ! pre- 
fyn%pg to a canzonetta, and a Jew*s harp to a pen- 
tacfaAHxl. 

Gar. Had my nymph no other fault, I would par- 
don that, for she was lovely and rich. 

Fin. Mine, too, was lovely and ridi 3 and. Til be 
sworn, as ^orant of scolding, as of the gamut !-— 
but not to know music ! 

Julio. Gentle, lovely, and rich! and ignorant 
only of music 1 ' 
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Gar, A venial crime^ indeed! if the sweet creature 
will marry me^ she shall carry a Jew*8 harp always in 
her train^ as a Scotch laird does his bagpipes. I 
wish yQU*d give me your interest. 

rin, Oh> most wUlingly, if thou hast so gross an 
inclination ; 1*11 name thee as a dull-8oul*d^ hugo 
fellow^ to her father, Don Caesar. 

Gar, Csesar !r-what Don Csesar ^ 

Vin. DeZuniga. 

Gar, Impossible ! 

Vin, Oh, I'll answer for her mother. So much is 
Don Zuniga her father, that he does not know a 
pemibreve from a culverin ! 

Gar, The name of the lady ? 

Vin, Olivia. 

Gar, Why, you must be mad — ^that's my terma- 
gant ! 

Vin, Termagant I — ha ! ha ! ha ! Thou hast cer- 
tainly some vixen of a mistress, who infects thy ear« 
towards the whole sex. Olivia ivS timid and elegant. 

Gar. By Juno, there never existed such a scold! 

Vin. By Orpheus, there never was a gayer tem- 
pered creature ! — Spirit enough to be eharniing, 
that's all. If she loved harmony, I'd marry her to- 
morrow. 

Julio. Ha ! ha ! what a ridiculous jangle ! 'Tis 
evident you speak of two diflferent women. 

Gar. I speak of Donna Olivia, heiress to Don 
Csesar de Zuniga. 

Vin. I speak of the heiress of Don Caesar dc 
Zuniga, who is Ccdled Donna Olivia. 

Gar. I perceive you mean to insult me. 

Vin. Your perceptions are very rapid, sir, but if 
you choose to think so, 1*11 settle that point with you 
immediately : but, for fear of consequences, I'll fly 
home, and add the last bar to my concerto, and then 
meet you where you please. 

Julio, Pho ! this is evidently misapprehension 



XBNE II.] .A BOLD STROKE FOR A HUSBAND. 41 

£b dean the matter up^ 1*11 vi^t the Iady> if y6u-U 
introduce me, Vincentio 5— -but you shall both pro* 
xotiBe.ta be govi&nied in this dispute by myideois iori.i 
. ' ¥Ur 1*11 introduce you witb joy, if you'll try to 
p<3f8uade h^ of the neoessity of inusic^^Bnd,ih« 
charpos of harmony. . 

. ^ar. Yes, she needs that— ^ — ^You*U find her all 
'«ar and discord. 

Julio, Come, no mote, Garcia ; thou art but a 
lort of male Vixen . .thyself. — ^Melodious Vincentio^ 
»/hen shall I expect you ? 

Fill, This evening. 

JtiUo. Not this evening 5 I have engaged to meet 
a gcddiittch in a grove — ^then 1 shall have music, you 
IfogUe! 

rin. It won't, being at night. 
: Julio, Then I'll talk to it ti^ the morning, and hear 
it pour out its matins to the rising smi; Gall on me 
to-morrow 5 rU then attend youto Donna Olivia, 
mod declare fiuthfuUy the impression heir duuracter 
makes on me. — Come, Garcia, I must not leavi 
ytfn togedier, least his icrolchdx arid yonn minums 
should &11 into a crash of discords, ^ 

[Exeuni, opposUe sides. 



SCENE lU 



The Prado. 



Enter Don Carlos. 



Car, All hail to the powers of burgundy! Three 
flasks to my own share ! What sorrowis can stand 
against three flasks of bui^undy ? I was a damlied 
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nwhnfholy lUlow llite moraiag^jraiiig to shook nvf^' 

Mtf to get rid of my troiibl«k---mMie ara 

Um now r Goae to the moon; to look fbrmj witi } 

■nd lliera J I bqpe, tbefll ran#a ti^get^ 

not «oiDe 1»0K wMiaiit tToClM^ Bat ivliefe it tUi 

indolent doff^JuUo? He fit to leoehe apppiiitiQttti 

limnledleiT Sore I have 'not mined the liQar>-No« 

bnt ae?ea y^r— [Loolwig >4U kk weldk.]-— Sevcn'a 

the hoiir^ l^'aUtiiejdye^if bdigondy! Theipgoe 

most he h ere - l et'e reconnoitre. 

f • 

(M»« Foeithrebr, mine^e a pretty spnk, to let me 
be first at the p&oe of afqxnntment. I have half 
reserved to go honie )u;ain; to punish him, 
- HcMIl answer for ttabdng bat half a reeolntkm 
«— to make it entire, would be to punish youradf,— 
There*8 a solitaiy man-^Is not that he ? 

Oliv, I think not. If he'd please to torn his ftce 
this wa y 

rict. That's impossible, while the loadstone is the 
other way. He is looking at the woman in the next 
walk— ^Can*t ybu disturb him ? 

Oliv. ^Screams.'] Oh ! a frightful firog ! ' 

[Carlos turns, 

Fict Heavens, *tis my husband ! 

Olw. Your husband ! Is that Don Carlos } 

Vict It is indeed. 

Olw, Why, really, now I see the man, I don't 
wonder that you are in no hiury for your weeds. He 
is moving towards us. 

Vict I cannot speak to liim, and yet my soul flies 
to meet him. 

Car, Pray, lady, what occasioned that pretty 
scream > I shrewdly suspect it was a trap. 

Qliv, A trap! ha! ha! ha! — a trap for you ! 

Car, Why not, madam ? Zoimds, a man six feet 
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higfa^ and three flasks of burgundy in bis bead^ is 
-wortb laying a trap for. 

Oliv, Yes^ unless he happens to be trapped before. 
'Us about two years since you was cau^t^ I take it 
— ^Do keep fitrther oflF! — Odious J a marri^ man ! 

Car, The devil ! Is it posted under every saint in 
the street, that I am a married m^n ? 

Ol'm. No, you carry the laaarks about you ; that 
rueM phiz could never belong to a bachelor.— Be- 
sides^ there's an odd appearance on your temples — 
does your hat sit easily ? 

Car, By all the thorns of matrimony, if 

Oliv, Poor man ! how natural to swear by what 
one feels — but why were you in such haste to gather 
the thorns' of matrimony? Bless us^ had you but 
looked about you a little^ what a market might have 
been made of that fine^ piroper^ promising person of 
yours! 

Car, Confound thee, confound thee ! If thou art a 
wife, may thy husband plague thee with jealousies, 
and thou never be able to give him cause for them ; 
and if thbu art a maid, may'st ^ou be an old one ! 
[_Going, meets Don Julio.] Oh, Julio, look not that 
way 5 there's a tongue will stun thee ! 

Julio^ Heaven be praised ! I love female prattle. 
A woman's tongue can never scare me. W£dch of 
these two goldfinches makes the music > 

Car. Oh, this is as silen,t as a turtle— [TaAcin^ Vic- 
toria's Aawrf]— only coos now and then. — ^Perhaps 
you don't bate a married man, sweet one } • 

Vict. You guess right ; I love a married man. 

Car. Hah, say'st thou so ? wilt thou love me > . 

Vict. Will you let me ? 

Car, Let thee, my charmer ! how 1*11 cherish thee 
for't — ^What would I not ^ve for thy heart ! 

Vict. I demand a price, that perhaps you cannot 
give — I ask unbounded love 5 but you have a wife.; 
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Car, And, therefore, the readier to love enrj 
other woman ; *tis in your ^vorxr, child. 

Vkt. Will you love me ever ? 

Car, Ever ! yes^ ever; till we find each other dull 
company^ and yawn, and talk of our neighbours for 
aPMisement. 
• Vict, Farewell ! I suspected you to be a bad diap« 
man, and that you would not reach my terms. 

■ Car, Nay, 111 come to your terms, if I can 3 — ^but 
move this way ; I am fearful of that wood-pecker at 
your elbow— -should she begin again, her noise will 
scare aU the pretty loves that we playing about kny 
heart, Don*t turn your head towards them ; ifyoa 
like to listen to love tales, you*ll meet Ibnd pairs 
enough in this walk. [Forcing her gently tff, 

* • Julio, I really believe, though you deny it, that 
you are my destiny — that is^ you fated me hhher 
•Seci is not this your mandate ? 

[Taking a letter from his pocket 

OUd, Oh'^ delightM ! the scrawl of some cham- 
bermaid : or, perhaps, of your valet, to give you 
an air. What is it signed ? Marriatornes ? Tomasa^ 
Sancha ? 

Julio. Nay, now I am convinced the letter is 
yours, since you abuse it : so you may as well 
confess ? 

Oliv, Suppose I should, you can't be sure that I do 
not deceive you. 

Julio, True ; but there is one point in which I 
have made a vow not to be deceived ; therefore, the 
preliminary is, that you throw off your veil. . 

Oliv, My veil ! 

Julio. Positively, if you reject this article, our 
negociation ends. 

Olio, You have no right to offer articles, unless 
you own yourself conquered. 

Julio, I own myself willing to be conquered, and 
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have^ therefore^ a right to make the best terms I can^ 
Do you accede to the demand } 

Oliv, Certainly not. 

Julio, You had better. 

Oliv, I protest I will not. 

Julio, \^Aside.'] My life upon't, I make you. Wh^, 
madam^ how absurd this is ! — yet, 'tis of no conse- 
quence, for I know your features, as vfeM as though 
I saw them. 

Oliv, How can that be } 

Julio,' I judge of what you hide, by what I see — I 
pould draw your picture. 

OUv, Charming ! pray begin the portrait. 

Julio, Imprimis, a broad high forehead, rounded 
at the top, like an old-fashioned gateway. 

Oliv, Oh, horrid ! . 

Julio, Ldttle grey eyes, a sharp nose,' an4 hair the 
oolour of rusty pruneUa, 

Oliv, Odious! 

Julio, Pale cheeks, thin lips, and— 

Oliv, Hold, hold, thou vilifier! [^Throws off her 
veil, he sinks on one knee,'] ITiere ! yes, kneel in 
contrition for your malicious libel. 

Julk), Say rather, in adoratipi^. What a charming 
creature ! 

Oliv, So, now for what lies on the other side. 

Julio, A forehead formed by the graces -, hair, 
which Cupid would steal for lus bow-strings, were 
he not engaged in shooting through those spark- 
ling hazel circlets, which nature has given you 
for eyes ; lips ! that 'twere a sin to caU so 3 they are 
fircsh-gathered rose-leaves, with the fragrant morn- 
ing-dew still hanging on their rounded surface. 

Oliv, Is that extemporaneous, or ready cut, for 
every woman who takes off her veil to you ? 

Julio, I believe, 'tis not extemporaneous ; for 
nature, when she finished you, formed the sentiment 
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Ir my heart, and there it tms been hid, till joa, fer 
whom it was formed, called it into words. 

Oliv, Suppose I should understand; from all this, 
that you have a mind to be in love wilii me, . would 
not you be finely caught ? 

Julio, Charmingly caught ! if you*U let me under-* 
stand, at the same time, that you have a mind to be- 
in love with me. 

OHv, In love with a man ! Heavens ! I never loved. 
any thing but a squirrel ! 

Julio, Make me your squirrdt-^m put on your 
chain, and gambol and play for ever at your sid^. 

Oliv, But suppose you should have a xmnd to break 
the chain ? 

Julio. Then loosen it ; for, if once that humour 
seizes me, restraint won*t cure it. Let me spring and 
bound at Hberty, and when I return to my lovely mis^ 
tress, tired of all but her, &sten me tgahi to ycmr 
girdle, and kiss me while you chide. ' 

Oliv, Your servant — ^to encourage you to leave me 
again ? 

Julio. No; to make returning to you the strongest 
attraction of ray life. Why are you silent ? 

Oliv. I am debating, whether to be pleased or dis- 
pleased at what you have said. 

Julio. WeU? 

Oliv. You shall know when I have determined. 
My friend and yovirs are approaching this way, and 
they must not be interrupted. 

Julio. 'Twould be barbarous — we'll retire as fiar 
oflF as you please. 

Oliv. But we retire separately, sir ) that lady !• a 
woman of honour, and this moment of the greatest 
importance to her. You may, however, conduct me 
to the gate, on condition that you leave me instantly. 

Julio, Leave her instantly-— oh, then I know my 
cue. [£xii together, a< top. 
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hnter iiA.nhOB,f allowed ^y Victobia^ unveiled. 

Car. ILooksng hack on her,"] My wile ! 
' Vict, Oh^ heavens ! I will veil myself again. I 
will hide my face for ever from you^ if you will still 
feast my ears wiUi those soft vows^ which^ a motnent 
since, you poured forth so eagerly. 

Car, My wife !*-makiiig love to my own wife ! 

Vict. Why should one of the dearest moments of 
xny vie be to you so displeasing? 

Car, So, I am caught in this snare, by way of 
agreeable surprise, I suppose. 

Vict, 'Woidd you could think it so ! 

Car. No, madam ! by heaven, 'tis a surprise fbtal 
to every hope with which you may have flattered 
yourself. What! am I to be followed, haunted, 
watched? 

Vict. Not to upbraid you. I followed you be- 
cause my castle, without you, seemed a dreary desert.' 
Indeed, I will never upbraid you. 

Car. Generous assurance ! never upbraid me — ^no, 
by heavens ! 1*11 take care you never shaU. She has 
touched my soul, but I dare not yield to the impres- 
sion. Her softness is worse than death to me ! 

{^Aside. 

Vict. 'Would I could find words to please you ! 

par. You cannot ; therefore' leave me, or su£fer 
me to go, without attempting to follow me. 

Vict. Is it possible you can be so barbarous ? 

Car, Do not expostulate ; your first vowed duty is 
obedience — ^that-word so grating to your sex. 

Vict. To me it was never grating) to obey you has 
been my joy ; even now I will not (Uspute your will, 
though I feel, for the first time, obedience hateful. 
IGoing, and then turning back,'] Oh, Carlos! my dear 
Carlos ! I go, but my soul remains with you. [Ejfit. 

Car, Oh, horrible ! had I not taken this barsH 
measure^ I must have killed myself 3 for how could 
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1 tell her that I have made her 8 beggar? betterahe 
should hate> detest me, thaii thai; my tenderness 
should give her a proqiect of felicity, which now 
she can never taste. Oh,, winei-created spirit ! where 
art thou now } Madness, return to me again ! for 
reason presents me nothing but despair. 

Enter JvhtD,from the top.- 

Juiio. Carlos, who the devil can ih^ be? my 
channing little witch was inflexible. I hope yous 
has been more communicative4 . 

Car, Folly! Nonsense! 

Julio, FoUy! Nonsense! What, is, pretty woman*s 
smile ! — ^but you married fieUows have neither taste 
nor joy. 

Car. Pshaw ! {ExU. 

Julio, Bdiaw ! that's a husband ! Humph — suppose 
my fieur one should want to debase me into such ao 
animal; she can*t have so much viUany in her dis- 
position : and yet< if she should? pho ! it won't bear 
thinking about. If I do so mad a thing, it must be 
as cowards fight, without daring to reflect on the 
danger. [Exi*, 



SCENE in. 



jin Apartment in the House o/Don Vasquez, 
Marcella*s Father. 



Enter Don Cjesar and Don Vasquez. 



Qssar. Well, Don Vasquez, and a ^you 

then I say, you have a mind that I should marry 
your daughter ? 



iCUBNB ill.] A BOLD STROKE FOR A HUSBAND. 49 

Fasq, It is sufficient^ signer, that you have signi- . 
fied to us your intention — my daughter shall prove 
her gratitude, in her attention to your felicity 

CiBsar, 'Egad, now it comes to the push ! [Aside,'] 
\em, hem I — ^but just nineteen, you say ? 

Fasq, Exactly, the eleventh d last month. 

Casar, Pity it was not twenty. 

Fasq, Why, a year can make no difference, I 
should think. 

Casar, O, yes it do^; a year's a great deal ; they 
are so skittish at nineteen. 

Fasq. Those who are skittish at nineteen, I fear, 
you won t find much mended at twenty. Marcdla 
is very grave, and a pretty little, plump, feir 

Casar, Ay, &ir again ! pity she isn't brown, or ■ 
olive — ^I like your olives, 

Fasq. Brown and olive ! you are very whimsical^ 
my old fri^d ! 

C4Bsar, Why, these fair girls are so stared at by 
the men ; and the young fdlows, now-a-days^ have 
a damned impudent stare with them — 'tis very 
abashing to a Woman-*-' tis very distressing ! 

Fasq. Yes, so it is ; biit happily their distress is of 
that nature, that it generally goes off in a simper. 
But come, I'll send IV^cella to you, and ^e will — 

CiBsar. No, no, stay, my good friend. {Gasping I\ 
You are in a violent hurry ! 

Fasq. Why, truly, signor, at our time of life, 
when we determine to marry, we have no time to 
lose. 

Casar. Why, that's very true, and so— oh ! St. 
Anthony, now it comes to the point ! — but there can 
be no harm in looking at her — a look won't bind us 
for better for worse. {Aside!] . Well then, if you have 
a mind, I say, you may let me see her. 

{Exit Vasquez* 
[CiBSAR puts on his spectacles.] Ay, here she comes* 
—I hear her— trip, trip, trip ! I don't like that step. 
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A woman should always tread steadily^ with dignity ) 
it awes the men. 

Enter Vasquez, leading Mabcsi^XiA. 

Vasq, There, Marcella, behold your fbture hus- 
band 3 and remember, that yomr kindness to hiBi ivill 
be the standard of your duty to me. [Exit. 

Mar, Oh^ hearens ! [Mde, 

Casar. Somehow, I am afraid to look I'ovtmL 
. Mar. Surely he does not know l3iat I am Kere ! 

ICottghr genth/. 

Casar, So, she knows how to give an item; I find 

Mar. Pray, signor, have you any commands for 
me? 

Casar. Hum ! — not nonplussed at ail ! [Look* 
around^ Oh ! that eye, I don't like that eye. 

Mar. My &ther commanded m e * * 

Casar. Yes, I know — ^I know. [Tb- her."] M¥hjt 
now I look again, there is a sort of a modest — Ofa, 
that smile 5 that smile will never do. [^Aside, 

Mar. I understand, signor, that you have de- 
manded my hand in marriage ? 

CcBsar. Upon my word, plump to the point! \Asid€^ 
Yes, I did a sort of — ^I can't say but that I did 

Mar. I am not insensible of the honouryou dome, 
sir, but — but 

CcRsar. But ! — What, don*t you like the thoughts 
of the match ? 

Mar. Oh, yea, sir, yes— exceedingly. I dare not 
say no. [^Aside. 

Casar. Oh, you do — exceedingly ! What, I sup- 
pose, child, your head is full of jewels, and finery, 
and equipage ? IfVith ill humour. 

Mar. No, indeed, sir. 

Casar, No, what then ? what sort of a life do you 
expect to lead, when you are my wife ? what plea- 
sures do ye look forward to ? 

Mar. None. 
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i -jC^ww. Jfcy^.'.■ \ T' "■ t 

iUar. I shall obey my father, sir; I shaiimarnr 
you 3 ^ut I*«hall be most wretchedl [Weeps, 

C(B80T. ladeed! 
. Mixf, T^bere i» net -a Itute £ would not prefer ^^^but 
pardon me ! 

/^4B8ar, Go eQ> go on> I never was better pleased. 

Mar, Pleased at my reluctance ! 

'Camr, Never> never better pleased in my life ; — 
fioyeDi b^ veelly, now, you young baggage> rather 
have me for a grand&theur than a husband ? 

Mar, Forgive my frankness^ far — a thousand 
times ' 

Ca9qr, My dear girl, let me kiss your hand. — 
'£g9d ! yonVe let xne o£f charmingly. I was frightened 
out of my wits, kat you should Imve taken as violent 
m i|idinatk>n to the match as your hihest has. 
• • Mar* Dear sir, you chqrm me. 

Casar. But hark ye ! — you'll eertaiiyy incur your 
lal^er's anger, if I don't take the re^isal entirely on 
mysdf, which I will do, if you'll only assist me in a 
^ttle business I have in hand. 

Mar. Any thing to show my gratitude. 

Ctssar, You mu6t know I can't get my daughter 
to marry — there's nothing on earth will drive her to 
it, but the dread of a mother-in-law. Now if you 
iidll let it appear to her, that you and I are driving 
to the goal of matrimony, I beUeve it will do — ^what 
say you ? shall we be lovers in play ? 

Mar, If you are sure ic will be only in play. 

Casar, Oh, my life upon't — but we must be very 
fondi you know. 

Afar. Tq be sure — exceedingly tender 3 ha ! ha ! 
ha! 

Casar, You muat smile upon me, noit and then, 
roguishly 5 and slide your hand into mine, when you 
are ffu« ab^ m^ yoUi ^ad Jet me pat your chbek^ 
aiid- 
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Mar. Ohj no hsfStm, pnigr; tiiat win be'qidte 
snfiUsicot. 

. Gcfor. Gad^lb^gintotakeafiuMytoyofiirragitt*! 
fiioe, now Fm in no danger j mayn't we— ini^*! 
we aalote sometimes \ it wQl seem inflidtely more 
natoraL 

Mot. Never ! such an attempt woold make me 
fly off at once. 

Gcfor. Wellj you must be lady governess in tiiis 
bosiness. TUgo home now, and fret madam about 
her young momer-in-law— -By*e^ sweeting^ ! 

Jfor. By'e, ohanner ! 

CiBwr. Oh^ bless its pretty eyes ! \Esed. 

Mar. Kess its prettj^ spectacles! Ha! ba! ha! 
janter into a kagoe with a cross joM flMher against a 
daughter! why> how could he suspect me capable of 
so much treachery ! I could not answer it to nj 
conscience. No^ no^ 1*11 acquaint Donna Olivia with 
the plot j and^ as in duty bounds we'll turn our amis 
against Don Cesar. [£xii. 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE I. 

Donna If^AURA's. 

Enter Donna Laura and Pbdbo* 

Laura. Wdi> PedTo> ^^sa^i V2K»sa «ft»DkIV»\ Florio ? 
Ped, Yes^ Donna. 
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Lanra, How did he lode when he read my letter ) 
Ped. Mortal well 5 I never 8ee*d hun look better 
'd got on a new doak, and a- 



Laura, Fho^ blockhead ! did he look pleased ? did 
he kiss my name ? did he press the billet to his bosom 
vith all the warmth of love ? 

Ped, No, he didn't warm it that way 3 but he did 
another^ for he put it into the fire. 
. Laura. How ! 

Ped. Yes, and when I spoke, he started, for^ I 
think, he had forgot that I was by**so, says he, go 
home and tell Ponna Laura I fly to her presence. 

[SAe vKivei her hand for him to go, 

Laura. Is it possible } so contemptuotisly to de- 
stroy the letter, m i4rhich my whole heart overflowed 
with tenderness ! Oh, how idly I talk ! he is here : 
his very voipe pierces my heart! I cbre not meet hid 
eye thus discomposed ! [Exit, 

Enter Victoria, in Men's Clothes, preceded by 

Sancha. 

San. I will inform my mistress that you are here, 
Don florio ; I thought she had been in this apart- 
ment. [Exit, 

Vict, Now must I, with a mind torn by anxieties, 
once more assume the lover of my husband's mis- 
tress— -of the woman who has robbed me of his 
heart, and his children of their fortnne. Sure tny 
task is hard. Oh, love ! Oh, married love, assist 
ine ! If 1 can, by any art, obtain firoin her that fetal 
deed, I shall save my little ones from ruin, and then 
^— But I hear her step. [Agitated, pressing her hand 
on her bosom.'] There ! I have hid my griefs within 
my heart, and, now for all the impudence of an ac- 
complished cavalier ! [Sings an air, sets her hat ma 
glass, dances a few steps, Sfc, then runs to Lauba^ 
and seizes ier hand.'] My lovely Ijbnxb.X 



loifdy. 

flcf. Tobenue! Pflfawndi hnmnrfaJiiiwl Mr hmtt 
hf his venesy and niBe ahsH^b^ibniiottal faiiD^ 
IwMJon. ■..•!'■:. 

JLotmi. Oli« Flofio, iMnr daoritfUJ I knoiir Mt. 
liluii^ eiicliaatniipiii bfndi nie to tlicQ. * 

Ffef. Me! niyter! kaUtfabtoine? t 

[PloyiRf eaf«(Mi^ wtli^ <A«>iea#er i» Jbtr Mf 
' £diira. Ye8> Khgtate, ihiee ! ' * . 

Fiel. FcMStiTehr, Lonra, yoa Iiare tfaew^bittim^ 
guidfis lo oAo^, I wQoder im ptMloa cna stead 
lb beiMiif tiinie vidlences m jaaniemperammBkib 



a pv^ty relief in. the flat of matrimony^ ckud, but 

wbkhn 



they do not«iit that atate of teiidoaDL 

aary to myhappUieBa.'. ItTnubyaodideatnielha 

arte aa these you Qttfed Don Gorioe of hv loTe. 

I«|Cfa. Oared Don Carloa ( Oh, Ebno ! wort 
thoulnit asheis? 

Vkt, Why, yqu don*t pretend he loves you atiH ? ' 

lEagerly. 

Laura. Yes, most ardently and truly. 

rwi. Hah ! 

Laura, If thou wouldst persuade me that thy pas- 
sion is real, borrow his words, his looks, be a hypo- 
crite one dear moment, mid speak to me in all the 
phrensy of that love which warms the heart of 
Carlos. 

Vict. The heart of Carlos ! 

Laura, Hah, that seemed a jealouis pang* — it gives 
my hopes new life. lAside,] Yes, FloHo, he, indeed, 
kiu)W8 what it is to love. For me he forsook a beau- 
teous wife; nay; and with me would forsake his 
country. 

Vict. Villam ! Villain ! 

Laura, Nay, let not the thought distress you 
thus J— Carlos I despise — ^he is the weakest of man- 
kind. 
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• • Vkt, *nB felse^ madam> you cannot despise him.*^ 
Carlos the weakest of mankind ! Heavens! wiiatwo«« 
man could resist him ! Persuasion sits on his tongue^ 
and love^ almighty love^ triumphant in his eyes ! 

Laura, This is strange ; you speak of your rival 
with the admiraticm of a mistress. 

Vict, Laura ! it is the &te of jealousy, as well as 
love/ to see the charms of its object increased and 
heightened. I am jealous — jealous to distraction of 
Don Carlos ; and cannot taste peace, unless you'll 
swear never to see him more. 

Laura, I swear, joyfully swear, never to behold or 
speak to him again. When, delur youth, shall we 
retire to Portu^ ? — We are not safe here. 

VicL You know I am not rich.— You must first 
sell the lands my rival gave you. 

[Observing her wiih apprehension, 

Laura, *Tis done — ^I have found a purchaser, and 
to-morrow the transfer will be finished. 

Vici, [Aside,'], Ah ! I have now then nothing to 
trust to but the ingenuity of Gasper. — ^There is rea-' 
son to fear Don Carlos had no right in that estate, 
with which you suppose yourself endowed. 

Laura, No right ! what can have given you those 
suspicions ? 

Pict, A conversation with Juan his steward — 
who assures me that his master never had an estate 
in Leon. 

Laura, Never ! what, not by marriage ? 

Fict, Juan says so. 

Laura, My blood runs cold; can I have taken 
pains to deceive myself ?— -Could I think so, I should 
be mad! 

yict. These doubts may soon be annihilated, or 
confirmed to certainty. — ^I have seen Don Sancho, 
the unde of Victoria; he is now in Madrid.—^ 
You have told me that he once professed a passion 
for you. 



Laura. Oh, lo oxcess! bid at thai tinie Iiiud 
another object. 

*W. Have you conversed with him much ! 

Laura. I never saw him nearer than from my bal- 
cony, where he used to ogle me through a glass, sus' 
penitetl by a riband, like an order of knighthood ; he 
U weak enough to ihnc; it^it'es him an air of dia- 
dnction — Ha! ha! But where can I End him! I 
must see him. 

Fid. Write him a billet, and 1 will send it to hia 
lodgings. i- 

Laura. Instantly— Dear Florio, a new prospect 
openr to me — Don Sancho is rich ooil geueroos^ 
and, by jdulioctti bii-iAuioo^. )uf:&s^(iii¥D|K|;>| 
% yn«^nt fEmff to tu<-"^ 4^ my pen i» flaUMn 

■ fi^Vt^'^ifoaiani how c^n 1 ^tj thee^ qr nnd 
^ BtqM iridch my iaty oUigct mo tp tiiux-X,~J^er 
mjadt,i'wvi^aatnfwntiSai Ote nicwt IumoC 
qeptitu&i nor weu- the shadow of deGeit.!^did,if(V 
my children !— la there a partial heart' tbatwill oof 
pvdmmw? ifitiL 



fytter Oliyu. .and MiKSTi^,. , 

Oto. Well, here we areia private — what ie tfaia 
channing intelligence of whidi thou art so full tU* 

jtfJM. Why. iqa'fun, u I was in the b^ooi^i ^Mt 
overlooks Don Vasquez'a gafden. Donna MaroeUa 
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told me^ that Don Csesar had last night been to pay 
her a visit previous to their marriagej^ and — 

Oliv, Their marriage ! How can you give me the 
InteUigenee with such a look of joy ? Their marriage ! 
— what'will become erf me ? 

Min. Dear ma*am ! if you'll but have patience. — 
She says that Don Csdsar and she are perfectly 
agreed^ — 

Olio, Still with that smirking face} — ^I can't have 
patience. 

Min, Then, madam, if you won't let me teU the 

story, please to read it- Here's a letter from 

Donna Marcella. 

Oim. Why did you not give it me at first > 

[Reads, 

Min, Because I didn't like to be cut out of my 
story. * If orators were obliged to come to the point 
at once, ^ercy on us ! what tropes and figures we 
should lose ! 

Oliv, Oh, Minette ! I give you leave to smirk 
again — listen. [Reads,"] lam more terrified at the idea 
of becoming your father s wife, than you are in the ex- 
pectation of a stepmother; and Don Ccesar would be as 
loth as either of us, — He only means to frighten you 
into matrimony, and I have, on certain conditions, 
agreed to assist Mm; but, whatever you may hear, oir 
see, be assured that nothing is so impossible, as that he 
should become the husband of Donna Marcella. — Oh^ 
delightful girl ! how I love her fbr this ! 

Min. Yes, ma'am ; and if you'd had patience, I 
should have told you that she*s now here with Don 
Caesar, in grave debate, how to begin the attack, 
which must force you to take shelter in the arms of 
a husband. 

Oliv. Ah, no matter how they begin it ! Let them 
amuse themselves in raising batteries j my reserved 
fire shall tumble them about their ears, in the mo- 
ment my poor fiither is singing his lo's for victory. — 
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But here eome the Icrrers^— *Wel^ I protest now, toif 
teen and sixty is a very comely nght.— -lis gobt 
trast ^ves effect to every tfaiii^/'^Iiud ! how my 
&ther ogles! I had no idea he was sucbasort^iif 
man.— I am really f^firaid he isn't quite so good- ss 
he should be! 

Enter Don CissAB^ leading MamcmsmUl. 

CoiQir. H— m ! Madam looks very placid ; we 
shall discompose her^ or I am' mistaken. \/SpairtI\ S0| 
CMiyia^ here's Donna Marcella eome to visit yon— 
though as matters are^ that respect is due from yoik 

Olio, I am sensible of the condescensicm.— My dear 
ma'am^ how very good this is ! \Ta1ang her AQffd. 

C4g$aT, Yea, you'll think yourself wonderfully 

obliged> when you know all, {Aside^ ^nj. Donna 

Ma^cella^ what do you think o^ these apartments ^-^ 

The furniture and decorations are my daughter'41 

^ taste; would you wish them to remain^ or will yof 

^ give orders to have them changed ? 

Mar. Changed ! undoubtedly -, I can have nobody'^ 
taste govern my apartments but my own. 

Casar. Ah, that touches ! See how she looks \f^ 
[Apart."] They shall receive your orders. — You un- 
derstand, I suppose, from this, that every thing i^ 
fixed on between Donna Marcella and me ? 

Oliv. Yes, sir, I understand it perfectly ; and it 
gives me infinite pleasure. 

Casar. Eh ! pleasure ) 

Oliv. Entirely, si r - 

CcBsar. Tol-de-rol ! Ah, that won*t do— that won't 
do ! You can't hide it. — ^You are frightened out of 
your wits at the thoughts of a mother-in-law ; espe- 
cially a young, gay, handsome one. 

Oliv. Pardon me, sir — the thought of a mother-in- 
law was indeed disagreeable ; but her being young 
and gay qualifies it.— I hope, ma'am, you'll give us 
ballsj and the most spirited parti^. You cant think 
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hcfW fltupld ^e have been.-^My dear fkther hates 
tfiose things ; but I h<^ now — 

Casar, iley ! hey ! hey ! what's the meaning of 
aQ this ? Why^ hussy^ don't you know you'll have no 
iapartment but th^ garret > 

0/m. Hiat will benefit my complexion^ m, by 
xAending my health. 'Tis charming to sleep in an 
elet^ted Bltnatlon. 

Casar, Here ! here's an obstinate perverse slut ! 

Oliv. BVsas me, sir, are you angry that I look fbr<- 
ward to your marriage without murmuring ? 

Casdr, Yes, I am — ^yes^ I am; you ought to mur- 
tdur; and you ought to — ^tO(— to— 

OUv. Dear me ! I find love^ taken up late in life> 
has a bad effect on the temper. — ^I wish^ my dear 
papa^ you had felt the influence of Donna Marcdla's 
d^arms somewhat sooner. 

Casar, You do ! you do 1 why this must be all put 
on. — ^This can't be real. 

Oliv. Indeed^ indeed it is 3 and I protest^ your en- 
gagement with this lady has given me more pleasure 
than I have tasted ever since you began to tease me 
about a husband. You seemed determined to have 
a marriage in the femily ; and I hope^ now^ I shaU live 
ih quiet with my dear, sweet, younsf mother-in-iaw. 

Ccesar, Oh, oh ! [JfFalking about] Was there ever 
— She doesn't care for a mother-in-law !-*-Can't 
frighten her ! 

Oliv, Sure my fate is very peculiar; that being 
pleased with your choice, and submitting, with hum- 
ble duty, to your wfll, should be the cause of offence; 

Casar, Hussy ! I dont want you to be pleased 
with my choice — I don't want you to subxcdt with 
humble duty to my will. — ^Where I do want you to 
submit, you rebel : you are a — ^you are — »— But I'll 
mortify that wayward spirit yet. 

[^Exeunt Don Cjesar and Marcella. 

Min, Well, i^ally, my master i^ in a piteous 
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passion ; he seems more angry at your liking his 
marriage, than at your refusmg to be married your- 
self.^Wouldn^t it have been better^ madam^ to have 
affected discontent ? 

Oliv. To what purpose, but to lay myself open to 
fiesh solicitations, in order to get rid of the evil I 
pretended to dread ? Bless us ! nothing can be more 
easy than for my father to be gratified^ if he were but 
lucky in the choice of a lover. 

Min. As much as to say, madam, that there is — 
Oliv, Why, yes, as much as to say — ^I see you are 
resolved to have my secret, Minette> and 



Enter Servant. 

Serv. Thete is a gentleman at the door, madam, 
called Don Julio de Melessina. — He waits on you 
from Don Vincentio. 

Oliv, Who ? Don Julio ! it cannot be— -art thou 
sure of his name ? 

Serv, The servant repeated it twice. — He is in a 
fine carriage, and seems to be a nobleman. 

Oliv, Conduct him hither. [Exii Servant.] lam 
astonished ! I cannot see him ! I would not have bin* 
know the incognita to be Olivia for worlds ! — ^There 
is but one way. lAside.'] Minette, ask no questions j 
but do as I order you. — ^Receive Don Julio i my 
name ; call yourself the heiress of Don Caesar *nd 
on no account suffer him to believe that you are any 
thing else. {^ExU. 

Min, So, then, this is some new lover she is de- 
termined to disgust 5 and fancies that making me 
pass for her, will complete it. Perhaps her ladyship 
may be mistaken, though. — [^Looking through the 
wing,'] — Upon my word, a sweet man ! Oh, lud ! 
my heart beats with the very idea of his making love 
to me, even though he takes me for another ! stay ! I 
think he sha'n't find me here — Standing in the mid- 
dle of a room gives one's appearance no effect — I'U 
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enter upon him with an easy swim, or an engaging 
trip^ or a — ^something that shall strike — the first 
^ance is every thing. [Exit 

Enter Don Julio, preceded by a Sbbvant, who 

retires, 

• Julio, Not here ! The ridiculous dispute between 
Garcia and Vincentio gives me irresistible curiosity; 
though^ if she is the character Garcia describes, I 
expect to be cuffed for my impertinence. — Here she 
comes ! — A pretty, little, smiling girl, *feith, for a 
vixen I 

Enter Minbtta, very affectedly, 

Min, Sir, your most obedient humble servant — 
You are Don Julio de Melessina ? I am extremely 
glad to see you, sir. 

Julio, [Aside,"] A very courteous reception : — ^You 
honour me infinitely, madam. I must apologize for 
waiting on you witiiout a better introduction. — ^Don 
Vincentio promised to attend me -, but a concert called 
him to another part of the town, at the moment I 
prepared to come hither. 

Min. A concert! — ^Ves, sir, he b very fond of 
music. 

Julio. He is, madam : — You, I suppose, have a 
passion for that charming science } 

Min* Oh, yes, I love it mightily. 

Julio, [Jsvde,'] This is lucky! I think I •have heard. 
Donna OHvia, that your taste that way is peculiar ; 

you are fond of a 'feith, I can hardly speak it, 

[AsideJ] — of a Jew's harp. [Smothering a laugh. 

Min. A Jew's harp ! Mercy ! What, do you think 
a person of my birth and figure can have such femcies 

as that ? ^No, sir, I love fiddles, French horns, 

tabors, and all the cheerful, noisy instruments in the 
world. 
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J0SO. [/hide.} Vineentio mast bave been' mad ; 
and I as mad bs him to mention it. Then yovare 
fond of concerts^ madam } 

Min, Dote on them ! I wish he*d oSa me a ticket. 

[Atide. 

Julio, [Aside,'] Vineentio is 'dearly wrong. — 'Scfw, 
to prove how &f the other was't^^ht in suppowig 
her ar vixen. 

3iin, There is a grand public concert^ sir^ to be 
to-morrow. Pray do you go ? 

Julio. I believe I shall have that pleasure^ madam. 

Aftn. My father^ Don Cssar^ won*t let me pur- 
chase a ticket : I tiiink it*s very hard. 

Julio, Pardon' me-^I think ir^perfeetfy right. 

Min. Right ! what, to refuse me a trifling expoise, 
that would procure me a great pleasure > 

Julio, Yes, doubtless— -th6 I^es are too fbnd of 
pleasure : I think Don Caesar is exemplary. 

Min, Lord, sir ! y6u*d think' it very hard, if you 
were me, to be locked up all your l&e, and know 
nothing of the world but what you could catch 
through the bars of your balcony. 

Julio. Perhaps I might 3 but, as a man, I anl con- 
vinced 'tis right. Daughters and wives should be 
equally excluded those destructive haunts of dissi- 
pation. — ^Let them keep to their embroidery, nor ever 
jpresume to show their faces but at their own fire- 
sides. ^This wiU bring out the Xantippe; siuely I 

[Aside. 

Min, Well, sir, I don't knbw— to be sure, home, 
as you say, is the fittest place for women. For my 
part I could live for ever at home. I am determined 
he shall have his way; who knows what may happen^ 

[Aside. 

Julio. [Aside."] By all the powers of caprice, 
Garcia is as wrong as the other ! 

Min. I delight m tvo^\w^ ?» taxv.OcL ^ \a sitting oy 
my father, and Yveatmg \x\^ ^»^^^ ^^ ^^ >Cvtor^ -^ ^\!^\v 
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iancy, when I baye a husbapd^ I shall be more happy 
to sit and listen to his stories of present times. 

Julio, Perhaps^ your husb(md, fair lady^ might not 
bp inclined ao to amuse you. Men have a thousand 
delights that call them abroad -, and probably your 
chief amusements would be counting the hours of 
his absence^ and giving a tear to each as it passed. 

Min. Wellj he should never see them^ however. I 
would always smile when he entered 5 and if be founcl 
iny eyes red^ Vd say, I had been weeping over the 
histoiy of the unfortunate dan^sel, whose true love 
bung himself at sea, and appeared to her afterwarda 
in a wet jacket.-:rSure, this will do ! [Mde, 

Julio. 1 am every moment xuore astonished ! Pray^ 
madano, permit meaijuestion.'^Are you^ really — ^yet 
I cannpt doubt itp^-ane you, really. Donna Olivia, 
the daughter of Qon Csesar, to whom Don Garcia 
fmd Don Vincentio had lately the honour of paying 
(hdr addresies ? 

Min, Am I Doima Olivia ! ha ! ba ! ha ! what a 
question ! Pray, sir, is this my fieUher*s bouse ?— Are 
you Don Julio } 

Julio. I beg your pardon ^ but, to confess, I had 
heard you described as a lady who bad not quite so 
much sweetness, an d 

Min. Oh ! what, you had heard that I was a ter- 
magant, I suppose.-r^Tis all slander, sir : there is not 
in Madrid, though I s^ it, a sweeter temper tharx 
my own *, and thoiigh i have refused a good many 
lovers, yet, if one was to offer bin^self that I could 
like — 

Julio. You would take pity, and reward bi^ 
passion} 

Min. I would. 

Julio. Lovely Donna Olivia, how charming is this 
frankness ! — ^'Tis a little odd, though ! Jside, 

Min, Why, I believe I should take pity ; for it 
siwaysseem&d to me to be very Ykax^-V<(ax\»\>V^\)K^ 
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crml to a bv^ thai one Vkm, beoiEiMi^ bi tbat cue^ | 
one fllioiqld— ft — ^jon know, A, ffae aooiier Hiie afibir 
14 over, tin better Ibr boHi parties. 

JfiHo. What Ibe denoef Ooet tl^ raeiva> — ^Isthis 
vanaui ■ sour imtc f 

Cmar. iWUkoui.'] OHMaI OUviat f 

Jfia. Bleaii me, I hear ooij fbther! Now, 8ir,t 
have a particalur hacf tiiat yoa AmIA npt t^ bim^ 
in fhifl first yiAt, yomr dnb^. 
= JuUo. Madam ! my de^n } 

BBh. Tes^tlAt yoa win iiQti^wqk out, tiff we have 
had a little finrtiier coiiTersatkm, iMA TH take care 
to gire you an opportunity Ibr ray soon^ — ^Hell be 
here in a moment: now, praTylxm Jnlfo, go. If 
he diouM meet yon, and ask wno yon are, yoa can 
say, tiiat yon are-— yoa nuicy.sBy, tmit yoa came mi a 
TiMt to pur maid, yoa loiow/ : [Exit, 

Mio. I thank yoa, madam, [AUmd,'] ibr my As- 
mission. {Jstdei] I never was in sadi a peril m my 
Hfe. I befiere she has a license in her poc^cet, a 
priest in her closet, and the ceremony by heart. 

lExii, 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 



i , SCENE X. 

[i 

s 



K 



f 



V Don Carlos*8. 



I>oN Cablos discover^ wrUwg, 

Car, {^Tearing paper, and riskig.y It is in vain ! — 
Language cannot ftirnish me with terms to soften to 
Victoria ^e horrid transaction. Conld she see the 
oomponctions of my soul^ her gentle heart would 
fifty me. But what then ^-rrShe^s mined ! my chil- 
itrea are undone ! Oh ! the artifices of one base 
woman, apd my villany to another most amiable 
one^ has made me unfit to live. I am a wretch, who 
ought to be blotted fh>m society. 

Enter Pedrq, hastihj. 

Fed, Sir— sir! 

Car. WeU ! 

Ped, Sir, I have just met Bon Florio ; he asked if 
my mistre8§ was at home 5 so I guesses he is going to 
our house, and so I run to let you know — for I loves 
to keep my promises^ though I am deadly afraid of 
some miscMef. 

' (2ar, You have done well. — Go home, and wait for 
me at the door, and admit me without noise. \Ex\t 
Pedro.] At least, then, I shall have the pleasure of 
revenge ; 1*11 punish that harlot, by sacrificing her 
jmranioOT in her arms j and tYi«v— Cl^V • ^^laW, 



A soul «TBdn ffoft- 4 MirwifciiD. I [acviv 



^Nf ^H^WaVp fW^lV 



DomiA Lm7B4'«. 



YicTasu« 



lanim. TIs hb curmp ! — Ibm macceaddL was 
mj ktter ! Thi0> mj norio, is a moifc>.lmporluit 
nMnDent. 

. l^/.^Iti8;iiide0ds and Iwffl leave 70a to. iiakie 
e?efy advaategeofit If lampreaeiit^ I mnstwit-i' 
MBS oondesoeiiflioiis ihim you thfU I d^ 
to bewy though I know them to be but affiscted.-T 
Now> Gasper^ [^k/e.] play fliy part weU^ and sava 
Victoria! . lExU. 

£nter Gaspjer^ dressed as an old Beau; two Sebt- ' 
AVTB folUno hims and take off a rich cloak. 

Gasp. Take my cloak ; and^ d*ye hear } Ricardo^ 
go home and bring the dkler-down cushions for the 
coach, and tell the fellow not to hurry me post 
through the streets of Madrid. lExeunt Servants.] 
I have been jolted from side to side, like a pippin in 
a mill stream. Drive a man of my rank^ as he would 
a city vintner and his fat wife^ going to a bull-fight ! 
Ha, there she is ! [Looking through a glass suspended 
by a red ribandJ] — ^there she is ! -Charming Donna 
Laura ! ^et me dius at the shrine of your beauty^— 
[Makes an effort to kneel, and falls on his face; 
Laura assists him to rise,"] fle^ fie, those new shoes ! 
-^they have made me skate all day, like a Dutch-^ 
man on a caxul*, aaad tkOTw^i-^^ IWl v^ Wr, 
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profound my adoration is^ madam. Cbmjsaon lovers 
kneel -, I was prostrate. 

Laura. You do me infinite honour. Disgustful 

wretch ! —You are thinner than you were, Don. 
Sancho : I protest, now I observe you, you are much 
altered ! 

Gasp. Ay, madam — fretting. Your absence threw 
me into a fever, and that destroyed my bloom :-^ 
You see, I look almoin a middle-aged man, now. 

Laura. No, really j fer from it, I assure you. 
The fop is as wrinkled as a baboon ! [/Iside. 

Gasp, Then jealousy-r-that gave me a jaundice. — 
My niece's husband, I hear, Don Carlos, has been, 
my happy rival. Oh, my bhide will hardly keep in 
its scabbard, when I think of hin\. 

Laura, lliink no more of him — he has beeUvlong 
banished my thoughts, be assured. I wonder you 
gave your niece to bini with such a fortune. 

Gasp. Gave ! she gave herself | apd, as to fortsune, 
she had not a pistole from me. 

Laura. 'Twas, indeed, unnecessary, with so fine 
an estate as she had in Leon. 

Gasp. My niece an estate in Leon ! Not enough 
to give shelter to a field-mouse ; and if he has told 
you so, he is a braggart. 

Laura. Told me so !-rl have the writings ; he has 
made over the lands to me. 

Gasp. Made over the lands to you ! — Oh, a de- 
ceiver ! I begin to suspect b plot. Fray let me see 
this extraordinary deed^ [^She runs to a cabinet.'] A 
plot, 1*11 be sworn ! 

Laura. Here is the deed which made that estate 
mine for ever. No, sir, I will intrust it in no hand 
but my own. Yet look over me, and read the de- 
scription of the lands. 

Gasp. ^Reading through his glass. "] H — ^m — ^m : 
ill the Viicinage of Rosalvo, bounded on thewestthy the 
rive r n h — m — m, on the-ea&t b^ tKe/otutl-r — Q\i.» 
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anartMdqg! I need read no further 3 Iseebowtbe 

thing is. 

Laura. How, sir ! — ^but hold !~Stay a moment 
-—I am breathless with fear. 

Gasp, Nay> madam, don*t be afraid ! "Us my 
estate — tha;t'9 all; tjie very castle where I was bora; 
and which I never did, nor ever will, bestow on any 
Don in the two Castiles. Disseihbling ro^e! Bribe 
you with a fictitious title to my estate^— ha! ha! ha! 

Laura^r [Atide!\ Curses follow him ! The villain I 
employed must have been his creature ; his reluct- 
ance all art ; and whilst I believed myself tmdoing 
Him, was duped myself ! 

Oasp. Could you suppose I*d ^ve Carlos such an 
estate forxun^ing away v^th my niece? No, no ! — 
the vineyards, and the com fidds, and the woods of 
Rosalva, are not for him. — Fve somebody else in my 
eye — ^in my eye observe me — ^to give those to : — 
Gan*t you guess who it }s ? 

Laura. No, indeed !^ — He gives me a glimmering 
that saves me from despair ! [Aside. 

Gasp. I won't tell you, unless youTl bribe me — I 
won't indeed. [Kisses her cheek.'] There, now I'll tell 
you — they are all for you. Yes, this estate, to which 
you have taken such a fancy, shall be yours. — I'll 
give you the deeds if you'll promise to love me, you 
little cruel thing 1 

Laura. Can you be serious ? 

Gasp. I'll sign and seal to-morrow. 

Laura. Noble Don Sancho ! Thus then I annihi- 
late the proof of his perfidy and my weakness.— 
Thus, I tear to atoms his detested name 3 and as I 
tread on th^se, so would 1 on his heart. 

Enter Victoria. 

yict. My cVuldten tVvew axe saved ! [In transport. 
Laura, \^Apari^ OXv.'^Vorvo/Vlvs* t\^>Cws^ ^^%^-- 
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Carlos was. a villain^ and deceived me. Why this 
strange air ! Ah, I see the cause — you think me 
ruined, and will abandon me. Yes, I see it in thy 
averted ^e -, thou darest not meet my eyes. If I 
misjudge thee, speak ( 

' Fict Laura, 1 cannot speak. — ^You little guess the 
emotions of my heart.-^Heaven knows I pity you ! 

Laura, Pity ! Oh, villain ! and has thy love already 
snatched the form of pity ? Base, deceitful— r — 

Car, [Without'] Stand off, loose your weak hold ; 
I'm come for vengeance ! 

Enter Carlos. 

Where is this youth t Where is the blooming rival, 
Ibr whom I have been betrayed? Hold me not, base 
woman! In vain the stripling flies me 3 for, by hea- 
ven, my sword shall in his bosom write its master's 
wrongs ! 

[Victoria ^r5^ goes towards the Flat, then 
returns, takes off her Hat, and drops on 
. one Knee. 

Vict, Strike, strike it here ! Plttnge it deep into 
that bosom, already wounded by a thousand stabs, 
keener and more painful than your sword can give^ 
— Here lives aU the gnawing anguish of love beK- 
trayed 9 here live the pangs of disappointed hopefl^ 
hopes sanctified by holiest vows, which have beesi 

written in the book of heaven. Hah ! he sinks. 

— [She flies to him!] — Oh ! my Carlos ! my be- 
loved ! my husband ! forgive my too severe re- 
proaches; thou art dear, yet dear as ever, to 
Victoria's heart ! 

Car, [Recovering.] Oh, you know not what you 
do — you know not what you are. Oh, Victoria, 
thou art a beggar ! 

Vict, No, we are rich, we are ha'p^'^ \ S^^ ^<a^» 
the fragments of that fatal deed, \\)Mriti. \\^\ "V tnsA 
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lecovered, we had been indeed undone i yet stiU npt 
wretched, could my Cailos think so ! 

Car. The fragments of the d§e4 *• the def^ vh4ug)i 
fiat baM woman 

Vict Speak not so harshly.— -—To yoa^ laadam, I 
fear, I seem reprehensible ; yet, when you consiider 
my duties as a wife and mother, you wiU foi^gnse me, 
•^Be. not afraid of poverty— « wamau has deceived, 
but she will not desert you ! 
: Laura, Is this reiA^ Can I be awake ? 

Vict Oh, may*st thou indeed awake to virtue ! — 
You have talents that might grace the highest of our 
sex ; be no longer ]iju\]ust ^ sudbi precious gifts, by 
bmying Ihem in dishonour. — Virtue is our first, most 
a w&l duty 3 bow, Laura ! bow before heir dirone, and 
mourn in ceaseless tears, that ever you forgot her 
heavenly precepts ! 

• LoMra, So, by a smooth speech s&ont virtue, yon 
think to cover the injuries I sustain. Vile, insinuat- 
itig monster ! — but thou know'st me not.— Revenge 
is sweeter to my heart than love 5 and if there is a 
law in Spain to gratify that passion, yoiu* virtue shall 
have another field for exercise. \E$it. 

Car. [Turning towards Victokia.] My hated 
rival and my charming wiffe ! How many sweet 

mysteries have you to unfold 1 Oh, Victoria! 

my soul thai^ks th^e, but I dare not yet say I love 
thee, till ten thousand acts of watchfiil tenderness 
have proved how deep the sentiment's engraved. 

Vict. Can it be true that I have been unhappy ? — 
But the mysteries, my Carlos, are already explained 
to you — Gasper's resemblance to my uncle- 

Gasp. Yes, sir, I was always apt at resemblances — 
In our plays at home, I am always Queen Cleopatra 
• — ^You know she was but a gipsy queen, and I hits 
i2er off to a nicety. 

Car. Come, my ViclotYa.— OV, ^«^ \& i\ ^nful 
pleasure in xny bosom— l^o ^ia& wi ^^> •'^'^^^^rsv 
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to, and to lov6 thee, seems like the. bliss of angeb* 
cheering whispers to repentant sinners. 

\_Exeu7it Carlok and Victoria. 

Gasp. Lord help 'em ! how easily the women are 

tdken in ! [£xt^ 



ftCENE iiu 



The PradOi 



Enter Minettb* 

Mm, Ah, here comes the man at last, after I hav^ 
been sauntering in sight of his lodgings these two 
koiirs.«*-Now^ if my scheme takes^ what a happy per- 
son shall I be ! and sure^ as I was Donna Olivia to- 
day, to please my lady^ I jpoay be Donna Olivia to- 
night, to- please myself. I'll address him a» the maid 
of a lady who has taken iL fSemcy to hiiti, ^en convey 
him to oiir hou8e-^4h^n retire^i and then come in 
again, and, with a vast deal of confuaon, confess I 
sent my maid fbr him. If lie shonid' dislike my for* 
wardn^, the cenisure will fell on my lady ; if he 
should be pleased with my person, the advantage will 
be . mine. But perhaps he's come here on some 
wicked frolic or other. — I'll watch him at a distance 
before I speak. lExit 

Entet Don Julio. 

; Julio, Not here, 'faith) though she gave tne last 
night but a feint re&sal, and I had a rights by all the 
-rules of gallantry, to construe th^t into an assent.-** 
Then she's a jilt— Hflng her, I ftel I am uneasy — 
The first woman that ever gave me paln.-^I am. 
asbaioed to perceive that t\i\s s^tYias ^\.vnK.^0kS2icv^ 
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§ar mej. only beoniie it wm here I c anwm cm A wUi 
lier. "Twas here the Utfle SYi«i;ooiifcloii8 0^ 
duumifl^ unreOed her fajcimtiiig Cioe— *Twm here 
—Ha! 

Enter Dom Oahou and Don VufOJUfrio. 

4ir. Ha! Don Julio! 

Juiio, FBhaw! geAttemen, pray be quick. 

Gor. *Twa8 here Ihat Jnlio^ leaving duimpeigae 
untastedjand sonss of eallaniry unsuxig^ came to t^ 
to the whistling brandoQB. 

Fin. TwAsherethat Julio* flying firom the yoQi^ 
and gay* was found in doleful nieditation'— [JiieriR|f 
Ail tone.]— -on a wench* for a hundred ducats ! 

Gar. Who is she ? 
r Ju/to. Not Donna Olivia* gentlemen 5 not Donna 
Olivia. / 

. Gar. We have been seeking you* to ask the event 
oi your idsit to her, 

. Julio. The event has proved that you have been 
most grossly duped. 
\ f^in, I knew that — Ha ! ha ! ha I 

Julio, And you likewise^ ( know that — ^Ha ! ha ! 

ha ! The feir lady* so for from being a vixen* is 

the very essence of gentleness. To me, so much 
sweetness in a. wife would be downright niaukish. 

Fin. Well, but she's fond of a Jew's harp. 

Julio, Detests it ; she would be as fond of a Jew. 

Gar, Fho* pho ! this is a game at cross purposes ; 
— let us all go to Don Ceesar*s together^ and compare 
opinions on the spot. 

Julio. I'll go most willingly — ^but it will be only to 
cover you both with confusion, for being the two men 
in Spain most easily imposed on. [All going. 

Enter Minette. 
Min. Gentlemen, nvy \aA^ \i»a ^\il\sA Cor one of 
you, pray which o£ ^^^ ^^ ^^^* 
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.' JfuUo. [i2(9^ufniii|f.] . Me, without doubt> cS^d*. 

Win. I don*t know that. 

Qar, Look at me, my dear 5 don*t you thiak ID am 
the man } 

Jlfi$i, Let me see--a.good air, and well made— r. 
-Tou are the man for a dancer. [To Garcia.]—^ 
Well dressed, and nicely put out of hands— you arc 
the man for a bandhox. [To Vincentio.]— Hand* 
Bome and Ik^—- you are the man for my lady. 

[ToJ}OLidk 

Julio. My dear little Iris, here*s all the gold in my 
pocket.— »G0ntlemen, I wish you a good night— lam 
your very obedient, humble — 

[Stalking by them, with his. arm round Minettb; 

Gar, Hio ! pr'ythee, don't be a fool. Are we not 
fomg to Donna Olivia > 

Julio, Dqnna Olivia must wait my dear boy ; wa 
can decide about her to-morrow. Come along, my 
little dove of Venus ! [Exit, 

.. Gar, What a rash fellow it is ! ten to one but this 
19 some common business, and he'U be robbed and 
murdered — they take him for a. stranger. 
. Fin, Let*s follow, and see where she lei^ hims 

Gar, That's hardly foir : however, as 1 think 
dicre's danger, we will foUow^ [Bxetmi, 



HCBNB IT, 



Don CiBSAR'B. 



Enter Minettb and Do|i Julio. 

. Min. There, 4r, please to sit down till mv lad^ v^ 
rmdjr to wait on you — ske ¥roiCt\jfc\soiii!g^— HllxDk.««i» 
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•he's ciitiaiidIiiia7dogreti-&ing8''beftHre shere- 
tiinis. Ijfstde.-^BxU. 

•• JWia. Throagli fiftfbtck.kiies, a long gaidai, 
•nd a narrow tflaircase^ into a suporb apartment-^-«H 
iiMit'f via' the ragoliur .ivmf j^ as the Spanish women 
manage it> one intrigue is too much like another. *If 
ft was not now and then for the little lively filB^ of 
mjmkmM hnsband .or brother, which obl^^ one to 
leap from a window, or crawl, like a cat, alongthe 
gutters, there would be no bearing the ennut Ah ! 
ah! butthis pMnisai noVdty; [i^Aroig through the 
WM^O a young girl and, an old man— 'Wtfe or dangh- 
ter ? They are coming this w^. My lord^ ineog^ 
i^ta; by aU tluit*s jnopitious ! Why did not some kind 
spirit whifl|)er. to me my happiness ? but hold— she 
can't mean to treat the old gentleman with a sight di 

IGoes behind the eofa. 



Enter Don CiBSAn and Olitia. 

Casar. No, no, madam, no going out— There, yna- 
dam, this is your apartment, your house, your gar- 
den, your assembly, till you go to your convent/ 
Why, how impudent you are, to look thus uncon- 
cerned ! — Can hardly forbear laughing in my face ! 
—Very well — ^very weU ! ^ 

[£xt7, double locking the door, 

Olh, Ha ! ha ! ha ! I'U be even with you, my dear 
lather, if you treble lock it. 1*11 stay here two days, 
without once asking for my liberty, and you'll come 
the third, with tears in your eyes, to take me out. — 
He has forgot the door leading to the garden — but I 
vow I'll stay, ISitting down,'] I can make the time 
pass pleasantly enough. 

Julio. I hope so. 

^Looking over the back of the sofa, 

Ol'w. Heaven and earth I ^ 

; Julio, My dear cteatoae, n<i\v-^ \«^^cwl ^» ^i^SsaravtAl 
in I here before 'you cx.^p^«*ft^^^>. \Cw>.Vfv%-twwc\: 



r 
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Oliv, Expected you ! 

Julio. Oh^ this pretty surprise ! Come, let us sit 
down 3 I think your father was. very obliging to lock 
us in together. 
/ Oliv. Sir! sir! my father I ^Calling at the door. 

Coisar. IfVUhout.li Ay, 'tis all in vain. — I won't 
come near you. There you are, and there you may 
stay.: — ^I sha'n't return, make as much noise as you 
will. • > 

' Julio. Why, are you not ashamed that your flEither 
has so much more consideration for your guest than 
you have? * 

Oliv. My guest ! how is it possible he can have 
discovered me ? , [Aside. 

Julio, Fho ! This is carrying the thing fut ther than 
you need — ^if there was a third person here, it might 
be prudent. 

Oliv. Why, this assurance, Don Julio, is reaUy — 
i Julio. The thing in the world you are most ready 
to pardon. 

O/tv.^Upon my word, I don't know how to treat 

you. 

Julio. Consult your heart ! 

Oliv. I shall consult my honour. 

Julio. Honour is a pretty thing to play with, but 
when spoken with that very grave face, after, having 
sent your maid to bring me here, is really more than 
I expected. . I shall be in an ill himiour presently— 
I won't stay if you treat me thus. . ^ . 

^ Oliv. Wdl> this is superior to every thing ! I have 
heard that men will slander women privately to each 
other; 'tis their common amusement 3 but to do it to 
one's &ce ! — and you really pretend that I sent for 
you? ...-,. 

Julio. Ha ! ha ! ha ! WeU, if it obliges you, I will 
pretend that you did not send for me 3 that your maid 
.did not conduct me hither; nay, thaAlhav^tLQliQA2<K 
the supreme happiness— (Catchmg h«T m\«» «r^x*\^ 



1. .Julio. Soon dim dA Ziniigftl l»w tiie diA 
Cttiie she here ? 

.T;)r|Nm.[wiiiM».} Hiet'fl^faickT, Ofim, my dear tttnd, 
jlrii3rd6 yoa mn awajf Keep thie chwracUr, I dMiige 
^wu. [.^Mifi to BiiNvrra.] BeBtOl OUvia. 
f .iilini. Okl dear madajiii J I waa I waai»fi%X» 
coed when I saw that gentijeman. 
V 'Olir. CNb^mydeBf^itVitfaexDpritestiMthrkM 
^nttenuuim the world; hepreteads tkat iMtttttf 
maid for hun into the streets^ ha ! ha ! *, 

i Jukm: Thai*8 rightf alwayiteU a tilings yonntlf^ 
.irinek jwx would not have believed. 
i -Jtfw.'h Is llie readiest exonse for beuigfoiai^^ 
dady's apartment^ however. NowwiUIawcarlloKilllr 
aoUiing of the matter. £iMli. 

-O2i0; Now, I ihink it a horrid poor excuse 9 heliai 
eartaudy not had poeasion to inve9t reasons Ibr such 
impertinencies often. TeU me that he has made Ityvt 
to you to-day. [Apart, 

Min, I fancy that he has had occasion to excuse 
impertinencies often 3-*— his impertinence to me to- 
day 

Ja2tb« To yoU^ madam ? 
- Mm. Making love to me^ my dcar^ all the mormng 
-—coidd hardly get him away^ he was so deiofous to 
apeak to my father. Nay^ sir^ I don*t care for your 
impatience. 

Julio. {Jside.'] Now would I give a thousand pis- 
toles if she were a man ! 

Olw. Nay, then, this accidental meeting is fortu- 
nate — pray, Don Julio, don*t let my presence pre* 
vent your saying what you think proper to my fnead 
'— HshaU I leave you together ? 

Julio. [Apart,'\ To contradiet a lady on sadi aa 
waertion would be too gra«&*, \sv:6.>\K!^TL\s£(}\»itLoiir, 
Jbmia Olivia fc ttxe \Mfc 'woTSfflst >qj^\i w!^^«(«a 
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could inspire me with a tender idea. Find an ex- 
cuse to send her away^ my angel, I entreat you. I 
have a thousand things to say, and the moments are 
too |>recious to be given to her. 
• OUv, I think so too, but one can*t be rude, you 
know. Come^ my dear, sit down, ^Seating herseif.'] 
have you brought your work ? 
. Julio. The devil ! what can she mean ? [Pushing 
himself between Minktte and the sofa,'] Donna Olivia, 
I am sorry to inform you that my physidan has just 
been sent for to your &ther, Don Ceesar. — The poor 
gentleman was seized with a vertigo. 
• Oliv, Vertigoes ! Oh, he has them frequently, you 
kno:nr. [To Minettx« 

Mm. Yes, and they always keep me from his sight. 

Julio, Did ever one woman prevent another from 
leaving her at such a moment before ? I really, ma- 
dam, cannot comprehend — r- 

Casar. IfVithout.'] It is impossible — ^impossible, 
gentlemen ! Don Julio cannot be here. 

Julio, Hah ! who's that ? 

Enter Don CiESAR, Don Garcia, and Don 

ViNCENTIO. 

Gar. There ! did we not tell you so ? we saw him 
enter the garden. 

CiBsar, What can be the meaning of all this ? A 
man in my daughter's apartment ! < 

j^ ', [Aitempting to draw. 

Gar, Hold, sir ! Don Julio is of the first rank in 
Spain, and will unquestionably be able, to satisfy 
your honour, without troubling your sword.-^We 
have done mischief, Vincentio ! [Apart, 

V Julio, [To Olivia.3 They have been cursedly im- 
pertinent ! but I'll bring you off, never fear, by pre- 
tending a passicm for your busy friend, there. : 

Cm$aT. Satisfy me then in a moment) s^^eak^Qos. 
cijoajL, 



If .-:''& aoi» &nomM9om a aovBAWDu [M^ f. 

',. Jwlh. I cvBue liens, fir> by iIm mflrett aoddeiit^— 
Die gtrdm door ww open, atAoAtf led nie fo-Hrfi 
•prtawnt;— Yon cmqm ib a moiMiiC after, and y&f 
cmUy locked me in widi your dauKfater. 
: CflMv, Locked yon in ! why, tten, did yon boC| 
like a man of konoor, cry ooi? 

Julh. The lady cried out, ar, and you toUkH^ 
yon would not rrtorn; but whoi Donna OKirkk-da 
Jfamiga entered, Ibr wlicmi I have oonodved a ilioii 
violent pewiion i 

h Ctuar. A passion Ibr her ! Oh, let me hear no 
more on*t.— A passion for her ! Ton may as wdl 
entertain m passion for the uatamcaUe hy«oa. 

Oor. Thm, Vincentb, wliat think you mm' 
Zantippieornot? 

.' Vin. I am aftaid I must give up that— but, ^mfg 
SBDport me as to this point, Don Cvsar; istioilM 
lady fond of a Jew's harp ! 

. Cmmr, Fond ! she's fond of nothing, but playing 
the vixen ; there is not such a fiity upon ear& ! 

Julio, These are odd liberties, with a person who 
does not belong to him. 

Casar, 1*11 play the hypocrite for her no more ; 
the world shall know her true character, they shall 
kno w b ut ask her maid there. 

Julio, Her maid ! 

Min. Why, yes, sir 5 to say the truth, I am but 
Donna Olivia's maid after all. 
' Olio, [Apart,'] Dear Minette ! speak for me, or I 
am now ruined. 

jif in. I will, ma'am. — I must confess, sir, {^Going 
ap to Julio.] there never was so bitter a tempered 
creature, as my lady Is. I have borhe her humours 
for two years 5 I liave seen her by night and by 
day. [Olivia pulU her sleetie, impatiently.'] I will, 
I will! [To Olivia.] and this I am sure, that if you 
nmny het, you'U tua ^<t ^^ «<9«rs W»as the first 
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mouthy and hang yourself the next. There^ madam^ 
I have done it roundly now 

Olw, I am undone — I am caught in my own 
anare ! [Aside, 

CiCiar, After this true character of my daughter, 
I suppose^ signor^ we shall hear no more of your pas- 
sion; so let us go down, and leave ma<1am to b^n 
lier penance. 

Julio, My ideas are totally confused. — ^You Donna 
Olivia de Zuniga> and the person I thought you^ her 
maid ! something too flattering darts across my mind* 

Casar, If you have taken<a fancy to her maid^ I 
have nothing ferther to say 5 but as to that violent 
creature 

Julio, Oh^ do not pro&ne her. — Where is thai 
^irit which you tell me of ? Is it that which speaka 
in modest, conscious blushes on her cheeks I Is it 
that which bends her lovely eyes to earth ? 

CtBsar, hy, she*s only bending them to earth, con* 
aidering how to afflict me with some new obatinacy— - 
aWU break out like a tigress in a moment. 

Julio, It cannot be— are you^ charming womaal 
such a creature \ 

Olw, Yes, to all mankind — ^but one. 

[Looking down, 

Julio, But one ! Oh, might that excepted one be 
me: 

Oliv, Would you not fear to trust your fsite with 
her you have cause to think so hateful ? 

Julio, No, I*d bless the hour that bound my fiite 
to her's — permit me, sir, to pay my vows to this fear 
vixen. 

Casar, What, are you such a bold man as that ?-— 
Fho ! but if you are, 'twill be only lost time^-she'Il 
contrive, some way or other, to return your votes 
upon your .hands. 

Olw, If they have your authority^ sifi I will Mtsi;na 
"tbsm— oiilj with nay own. 



• • • 

-' Cefor. TVhat*8 that? nftai did she say > iny head 

li ^ddy with surprise. 
Julio. And mine with nqitore; {CakMn^ her kmL 
(Unar. Don't make a fool of me^ Olivia. WH 

Bumryhhn? 

' Oltr. When Toa command me« sir, 

- (^nar. My deap Don Julio* Hboa art my goavdiia 

angel^shall I have a son-in-law* at last? Gudm; 

Vinoentio* could you have tliouight it ? 

** l3ar. No^ sir ; if we had* we shcni]d have saved 

that lady much trouble -, 'tis pretty dear^ now^ why 

the was a vixen. 

*' Fm. Yes, yea, 'tis dear enbngb^ and I beg your 

iMurdOn* madam, for the share of trcn^bile I gave you; 

uat, pray, have the goodness to tdl me^ sinoerdy, 

what do you tlunk of a drash ? 

' (Hm» I love muac, Don Vincentio, I admire your 

AjSL, and whenever you*]! j^ye me a concert, I shall 

be obliged. * 

Fm. You could not have pleased me so wdl, if 

you had married me. 

Enter Don Carlos and Victoria. 

Oliv, Hah ! here comes Victoria and her Carlos. 
My friend, you are happy — 'tis in your eyes ; I need 
not ask the event. 

(Uesar, What ! is this Don Carlos, whom Victoria 
gave us for a cousin ? Sir, you come in a happy hour ! 

,Car, I do indeed, for I am most happy. 

Julio, My dear Carlos, what has new made thee 
thus, this morning ? 

Car, A wife ! Marry, Julio, marry ! . 

Julio. What ! this advice from you ? 

Car, Yes 3 and when you have married an angd, 

when that angd has done for you sudi things as 

makes your gratitude almost equal to your love, you 

may then guess Bome^iV)^&^ oi ^\aX.\^!^> m calHng 

tius angel mine.. 
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Oliv. Now^ I trusty Don Julio^ after all this^ that 
if I should do you the honour of my hand, you'll 
treat me cruelly, be a very bad man, that I, hke my 
exemplary cousin 

Vict, Hold, Olivia ! it is not necessary that a hus- 
band should be feulty to make a wife s character ex« 
emplary. — Should he be tenderly watchful of your 
happiness, your gratitude will give a thousand graces 
to your conduct > whilst the purity of your manners, 
and the nice honour of your life, will gain you the 
approbation of those whose praise is fasne. 

Oliv, Pretty and matronly ! thank you, my dear. 
We have each struck a bold stroke to-day 5 — ^yours 
has been to reclaim a husband, mine to get one 5 but 
the most important is yet to be obtained— ^e 
approbation of our judges. 

That meed withheld, our labours have been vain. 
Pointless my jests, and doubly keen your pain ; 
Might we their plaudits, and their praise provoke. 
Our bold should then be termed a happy stroke. 

lExeunt 
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